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To the Right Honourable Z 


CHARLES Earl of DORSET 


; 
and M1DDLESEX, 


Lord Chamterlain of his Majeſty's Ho: = 
hold, and Knight of the moſt noble Orden 


of the Garter, &c. | | 4 
My Lord, . 1 
Young poet is liable to the ſame vani- - 


ty and indifcretion with a young lo- - 
ver; and the great man who ſmiles upon 
one, and the fine woman who looks kindly - "i 
upon t' other, are both of 'em in danger df 
having the favour publiſh'd with the firſt - 
opportunity. Ken _— 
ut there may be a different motive, 
which will a little diſtinguiſh the offenders. 
For tho? one ſhould have a vanity in ruin- 
ing another's reputation, yet the other may - 
only have an ambition to advance his own. . 
And ] beg leave, my Lord, that I may plead }. 
the latter, both as the cauſe and excule of - 
this dedicatton. * 
Whoever is king, is alſo father of his 
country ; and, as no body can diſpute your - 
Lordſhip's monarchy in poetry, ſo all that 
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wi DEDICATION. 


are concerned, ought to acknowledge your 
univerſal patronage : and it is only preſu- 
ming on the privilege of a loyal ſubject, | 
that I have ventur'd to make this my ad- 
dreſs of thanks to your Lordſhip; which, 
at the ſame time, includes a prayer for your 
protection. 

I am not ignorant of the common form 
of poetical 3 are generally 
made up of panegyrics, where the authors 
endeavour to diſtinguiſh. their patrons, by 
the ſhining characters they give them, above 
other men. But that, my Lord, is not my 
buſineſs at this time, nor is your Lordſhip 
noto to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contented 
with the honour I do myſelf in this epiſtle; 


without the yanity of attempting to add to 


or explain your Lordſhip's character. 
I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtrug- 


gling, that I behave myſelf in this caſe, as 1 


ought: for. it is very hard to be pleaſed 
with a ſubject, and yet forbear it. But 1 
chuſe rather to follow Pliny's precept, than 


his example, when, in his panegyric to the 


Emperor Trajan, he ſays, 


Nec minus confiderabo- quid aures ejus pati pelſint, 
quam guid virtutibus debeatur, | 

I hope I may be excus'd the pedantry of 
2 quotation, when it iz ſo juſtly * 


DEDICATION. =% 


Here are ſome lines in the print, (and which 
your Lordſhip read before this play was a-- 
ed) that were omitted on the ſtage; and 
particularly one whole ſcene in the third 
act, which not only helps the deſign for- 
ward with leſs precipitation, but alſo height - 
ens the ridiculous character of Forefight,, 
which indeed feems to be maim'd without 
it. But I found myſelf in great danger of | 
a long play, and was glad to help it where 
I could. Tho”, notwithſtanding my care, 
and' the kind Teception it had from the 
town, I could heartily wiſh it yet ſhorter :- 
but the number of different characters re- 
preſented in it, would have been too much 
crowded in leſs room. | 
This reflexion on prolixity, (a fault for 
which ſcarce any one beauty will atone}; 
warns me not to be tedious now, and detain 


Four Lordſhip any longer with the trifles of,. 
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My Lok p, 
Tour Lordſhip's moſt obedient;. 


5 " and moſt humble Servant, 


WILLIAM CONGREVE.. 
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Spoken at the opening of the New Houſe, 
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4 HE 8 in Vain renews bis TT, © © E. 
To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; | 

Had fondly hopes for rich and gen'rous Fruit ; | 

When what Huld feed the Tree, devours the Root: | 

4 Th unladen Boughs, be ſees, bode certain Dearth, 

| QUnleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. 

[ Co, the poor Huſbands of the Stage, who found 

| Their Labours loft upon ungrateful Ground, 

WW This loft and only Remedy have prov'd 

4. hope new Fruit from antient Stotks remov'd. 

"Well thay they hope, when you Jo kindly aid, 

5 Well plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made. 

i Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Ago, 

5 So from your Bounty aue receive this Stage; 

The Freedem Man vas born to, you'we reflor'd, 

Find to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, 

I ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its exon Accord. 

But ſince in Paradiſe frail Fleſb gave way, 

Hd when but two were made, both went aftray ; 

Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault fors 

If in our larger Family we grieve © 

One falling Adam, and one templed Eve. 
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PROLOGUE wa 
Me who remain, would gratefully repay 
What our Endeavours can, and bring this Day 
. firſt-fruit Offering of a Virgin-Play. 

We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Tale, 

And tb of homely Fare we make the Fra, | 
Yet you will find Variety at leaſt. 
There's Humour, which for chearful Foitnds Te Wes 
And for the thinking Party thert's a Phe. 
Neve ſomething too, to gratify Il. nature, 
{If there be any here) and that is Satire, 
Tho Satire ſcarce dares grin, 'tis grown /0 mild 
Or only fbews its Teeth, as if it nil d. 
As Ae. Thiftles, Poets mumble Wit, 
Hind dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 
They hold thiir Pens, as Swords are held by Fe, 
And are afraid to uſe their ww Edee-tools. 
Since the Plain-dealer's Scenes of manly Raye, 
Not one has dar d to laſh this crying Age. 
' This time, the Port owns the bold Eſſay, 

Yet bopes there's no ill manners in his Play: 
| And be declares by tie, he has defign'd 

 Aﬀront to mone, but frankly ſpeaks bis Mn. 
And fhou'd th' enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 
He offers bur this one Excuſe, 'twwas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of Wit. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 
Sir Samp/on Legend, father to Yalen- Mr. Underhill. 


tine and Ben. 

Valentine, fallen under his father's | 
diſpleaſure by his expenſive way > Mr. Betrerton. 
of iving, in love with Angelica. | 

"Scandal, his friend, a free ſpeaker. Mr. Smith. 

Tattle, a half-witted beau, vain of | 
his amours, yet valuing himſelf > Mr. Bowman. 
for ſecrecy 

Den, Sir Samp/en s younger ſon, half 
home-bred, and half ſea-bred, > Mr. Dogger. 
defign'd to marry Miſs Prue. | 

Forefight, an illiterate old fellow, - 
peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſti- 
tious, and pretending to'under- 
ſtand aſtrology, palmiſtry, pay” 
fiognomy, omens, dreams, & 
uncle to Angelica. 

Jeremy, ſervant to Valentine, 


Trapland, a ſcrivener, 
pom, a lawyer, 


W O M E N. 
lica, niece to Forefight, of a 
my Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


cenfiderable fortune in her own 
hands. 


a former 
| country g 
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- mortify your fleth ; read, and take your nouriſhment 
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ACTI, SCENE I. 


VALENTINE in bis chamber reading ; JEREMY 
waiting. | 


Several Books upon the table. 


VALENTINE, 
EREMY. 7 
Jer. Sir. | 
Val. Here, take away; I'll walk a turn and digeſt 
e 3 . 4 
Fer. You'll eviliſh fat is paper -diet. 
5 * [Alde, and — 11 the books. 
Val. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaſt——There's 
a page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feaſt for an 
emperor. 
Jer. Was Epictetus a real cook, or did he only writ 
receipts ? | 
Val. Read, read, firrah, and refine your appetite ; 
learn to live upon inſtruction ; feaſt your mind, and 


in at your-eyes; ſhut up your mouth, and chew the 
cud of underſtanding. Epictetus adviſes. 470 
Fer. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I Wait - 
ed upon a gentleman at Cambridge: Pray what was that 
Eęictetus a | 
Val. A very rich man, —— Not worth a groat. 


Jer 
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20 LOVE rox LOVE. 
7%. Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine feaſt 


where there is nothing to be eaten. 


Val. Ves. 

Fer. Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably under- 
ſtand this fine feeding: but if you pleaſe, I had rather 
be at board-wages. Does your £#p4i27etus, or your 
Seneca here, or any of theſe poor rich rogues, teach 
you how to pay your debts without money ? will they 
mut up the mouths of your creditors? will Plato be 
bail for you? or Diegenes, becauſe he underſtands con- 
finement, and liv'd in a tub, go to priſon for you ? 
Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew yourſelf up here 
with three or four muſty books, in commendation of 
Rarving and poverty! | 

Val. Why, firrah, I have no money, you know it; 
and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: and in 
that I but follow the examples of the wiſelt and wit- 
tieſt men in all ages; theſe poets and philoſophers 
whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſach another rea- 
_ ; becauſe they abound in ſenſe, and you are 2 

Fer. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I knowit: and yet, 
heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a wi. But 
I was alway's a fool, when -I told you what your 
expences would bring you to; your coaches and your 
liveries ; your treats and your balls; your being in 
love with a Lady, that did not care a farthing for you 
in your proſperity; and keeping company with wits, 
that car'd 2 nothing but your proſperity, and now 
when you are poor, hate you as much as they do one 
another. 

Fal. Well; and now I am poor, I have an oppor- 
tunit to be reveng'd on them all; I'll purſue Angelica 
with more love than ever ; and appear more notorious- 
ly her admirer in this reſtraint, than when I openly ri- 
val'd the rich fops that made court to her; ſo ſhall 
my poverty be a mortification to her pride, and per- 
haps, make her compaſſionate the love, which has prin- 
cipally reduc'd me to this low neſa of fortune. And - 
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the wits, I'm ſure I am in a condition to be even with 
them | | 
Jer. Nay, your condition is 
that's the truth on't. | 
Val. I'll take ſome of their trade out of their hands, 


pretty even with theirs,. 


our | 
ach Jer. Now heav'n of mercy continue the tax upon 
hey paper; you don't mean to writ! 

be Val. Yes I do; I'll write a play. . 


Jer. Hem Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
certificate of three lines only to- certify thoſe. whont- 
it may concern; that the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch 
by name, has for the ſpace of ſev'n years truly and 
faithfolly ſerv'd #a/entine Legend, Eſq; and that he is- 
not now turn d away for any miſdemeanour; but does 
voluntarily diſmiſs his maſter from any future authority 
over him 1 9 

Val. No, firrah, you fhall live with me ſtill. 

Jer. Sir, tis impoſſible I may die with you, 
ſtarve with you, or be damn'd with your works: but 
to live, even three days, the life of a play, I no more. 
expect it, than to be canoniz'd for a muſe, after my 
deceaſe, - 5. | 

Val. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want your 
help ;—- Fll have you learn to make couplets, to tag 
the ends of acts; d'ye hear, get the maids to crambo in 
an evening, and learn the knack of rhiming ; you may 
arrive at the height of a ſong, ſeat by an unknown hand, 
* or a chocolate-honfe lampoon. | | | 

Fer. But, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's 
favour ? Why Sir Semy/on will be irreconeilable. If 
your younger brother. ſhould come from fea, he'd 
never look upon you again. * You're undone, Sir; 
you're ruin'd ; you won't have a friend left in the world, 
if you turn poet. Ah pox. confound that Viils cof- 
fee-houſe, it has ruin'd more young men than the 
Royal Oak lottery Nothing thrives that belongs to t. 
The man of che houſe would have been an alderman 
by this time with half the trade, if he had ſet up in the 
eit For my part, I never fit at the door, that I 
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don't get double the ſtomach that I do at a horſe race, 
The air upon Banſead Downs is nothing to it for a 
whetter; yet I never ſee it, but the ſpirit of famine 
appears to me, ſometimes like a decay'd porter, worn 
out with pimping, and carrying billet- deux and ſongs ; 
not like other porters for hire, but for the jeſt's fake. 
Now like a thin chairman, melted down to half his 
roportion, with carrying a poet upon tick, to vilit 
me great fortune; and his fare to be paid him like 
the wages of fin, either at the day of marriage, or the 
day of death. ; 
Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? | 
Fer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookſeller, with a 
meagre terrify'd countenance, that looks as if he had 
written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn author, 
and bring the reſt of his brethren into the ſame condi- 
tion. And laſtly, in the form of a worn-out punk, 
with verſes in her hand, which her vanity had pre- 
fer'd to ſettlements, without a whole tatter to her tail, 
but as ragged as one of the muſes ; or as if ſhe were 
carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to be converted 
into folio books, of warning to all young maids, not 
to prefer poetry to good ſenſe, or lying in the arms of 
a needy wit, before the embraces of a wealthy fool. 


SCENE u. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 

Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth ? | 
Val. The rogue has (with all the wit he could muſter 
up] been declaiming againſt wit. | 
Sean. Ay? why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: 
for where-ever it is, it's alway contriving its own ruin. 
Jer. Why, ſo I have been telling my maſter, Sir: 
Mr. Scandal, for heav'ns ſake, Sir, try if you can diſ- 


ſuade him from turning poet. | 
Scan, Poet! he ſhall turn ſoldier firſt, and rather 


pleaſurable expence, have been your greateſt | 
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depend upon the outſide of his head, than the lining. 


Why, what the devil has not your poverty made you 
enemies enough? muſt you needs ſhe your wit to get 
more ? ; LT 

Jer. Ay, more indeed : for-who-cares for any body 
that has more wit than himſelf ? | 

Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you ſee 
how worthleſs great men, and dull rich rogues, avoid: 
a witty man of ſmall fortune? Why, he looks like a 
write of enquiry into their titles and eſtates; and ſeems 
commiſhon'd by heaven to ſeize the better half. 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be 
reveng'd. IP 4 

Scan. Rail? at whom? the whole world? impo- 
tent and vain! who- would die a martyr to ſenſe in 
a country where the religion is folly ? you may ſtand 
at bay for a while; but when the full cry is againſt you, 
oy ſhan'r have fair play for your life. If you can't 

fairly run down by the hounds, you will be treache- 
rouſly ſhot by the huntſmen. No, turn pimp, flat- 
terer, quack. lawyer, parſon, be chaplain to an atheiſt, 
or ſtallion to an old woman, any thing but poet; a 
modern poet is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawn- 


ing, than any I have nam'd : without you could re- 


trieve the ancient honours of the name, recall the 
ſtage of Athens, and be allow'd the force of open honeſt 


Val. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if 


your character had been lately expos'd upon the tage 
—— Nay, I am not violently bent upon the trade 


[One knocks.) Jeremy, ſee who's there. [ Jer. goes to the 
door. ) But tell me what you would have me do ? ö 
What do the world ſay of me, and my forc'd conſine - 
ment ? js 
Scan. The world behaves itſelf as it uſes to do on 
ſuch occaſions ; ſome-pity you, and condemn your fa- 
ther: others excuſe him, and blame you; only the 
Ladies are merciful, and wiſh you well: ſince love and 
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Fal. How now? 

Jer. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch d ſome half 
a dozen duns with as much dexterity, as a —_— 
judge does cauſes at dinner-time. 

Val. What anſwer have you giv'n em? 

Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old receipt. 

Jer. No, faith, Sir; I have put em off ſo long with 


| 12 and forbearance, and other fair words; that 


: was forc'd now to. tell em in plain downright Eng- 

Val. What? 

=_ That they ſhould be paid. 

al. When ?- 
er. To-morrow. 

57 And how the devil do you mean e keep your 
word? 

Jer. Keep it? not at all; it has been fo very much 
firetch'd, that 1 reckon it will break of courſe by to- 
morrow, and no body be ſurpriz'd at the matter 
[Amching.}—— Again! Sir, if you don't like my nego- 
ation, will you be pleas'd to anſwer theſe * 
Val. See who they are. & 


SCENE UI. 


VALBNTINE, Seanbas. 
Pal. By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be 
nes ſecretaries of ſtate, prefidents of the council, 
of an army, lead juſt ſuch a life as 1 do; 


— juſt ſuch crowds of viſitants in a morning, all ſo- 


liciting of paſt promiſes ; which are but a civiler fort 
of duns, that lay claim to voluntary debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great man, having en- 
gaged their attendance, and promis'd more than ever 
you intended to perform ; are more perplex'd to find 
eva ſions than you would be to invent the honeſt means 
of keeping your word, and gratifying your creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not 
provoke 
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provoke your enemies; this liberty of your tougue, 
will one day bring a confinement ng 3 mY: 
friend. 


SCENE IV. 


VALENTINE, Be. JEREMY. 
Jer. O Sir, there's Trapland the ſerivener, with two 
ſuſpicious fellows like law ſul pads, that would knock 
a man down with pocket tipſtaves. and there's your 
father's ſleward, and the nurſe. with one of your chil- 
dren from Tauitnam. 
Val. Pox on her, could ſhe find no other time to fling 
my fins in my face: here, give her this, [Crives money.] 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs two- 
handed whore, ſhe knows my condition well enough. 
and might have overlaid the child a Seng ago, if 
ſhe had had any forecaſt in her, 
Fon What, is it bouncing Margery, a with my god- 
n? 
Ter. Yes, Or. 
_ Scan, My bleſling to the boy, with this token [Gives 
money. ] of my love. And d'ye bear, bid Margery put 
more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may-not ſmell a 
E ſhall take the air ſhortly. 
Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my boy 's milk — 4 Trag- 
lard come in. If I can give that Cerberus a ſop, 1 ſhall 
be at reſt en _ 


8 CEN E V. 


Vai Scans 1, e Junmry; * 

Val. O Mr Trapland! my old friend ! welcome. 

Jeremy, a chair quickly: a bottle of ſack and a toaſt— 
Trap. 
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Trap. A good morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to 
you Mr. Sanda. | 
Scan. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don'r ſpoil it. 
Fal. Come fit you down, you know his way. 
Trap. [St.] There is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1 500/. 
of pretty long ſtanding 
Val. 1 cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty palate, 
w——Sirrah, the ſack. 
Trap. And I defire to know what courſe you have 


taken for the payment ? 


Fal. Faith and troth, I am-heartily glad to ſee you, 
my ſervice to you, —fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. 
Trapland, fuller. | AU 

Trap. Hold, ſweet- heart. This is not to our buſi 
neſs: my ſervice to you Mr. Scandal. —{[Drimks.]J— 
I have forborn as long 

Val. Tother glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill Feremy. 

Trap. No more in truth,. — I have forborn, I ſay— 

Val. Sirrah, fill when I bid you, —And how does 

our handſom daughter? Come, a good huſband to 
= 33 | | [ Drinks, 

Trap. Thank you have been out of this money— 

Fal. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink? 

— [They drink. 

Trap. And in ſhort, T-can be put off no longer. 

Val. 1 was much obliged to you for your ſupply : it 
did me fignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you delight 
in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my friend 
Trapland's health. An honeſter man lives not, nor one 
more ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs : tho' I ſay it 
to his face. Come fill each man his glaſs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whore- 
maſter, and loves a wench ſtill, You never knew 2 
whoremaſter that was not an honeſt fellow. 

Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

Scan. What? don't I know ?—I know the buxom 
black widow in the Pou/try—8o00/. a year jointure, and 
2000/, in money, Ahah! Old Trap. . 
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Pal. Say you ſo, i'faith : come, we'll remember the 
widow : I know whereabouts you are; come, to the 
widow | 

Trap. No mare, indeed. 

Val. What, the widow's health; give it him off 
with it: [They drink.) A lovely girl, I faith, black ſpark- 
ling eyes, ſoft pouting ruby-lips ? better ſealing there, 
than a bond for a million, hah ! 21 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing, we'd better mind 
our bufineſs—You're a wag. | 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the widow's buſineſs, fill 
again pretty round heaving breaſts, —a Barbary 
ſhape, and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an Anchoret : 
and the prettieſt foot! Oh if a man could but faſten his 
eyes to her feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at 
bopeep under her petticoats, ah * Mr. Trapl/and ? 


Trap. Verily, give me a glaſs—you're a wag, _ 


and here's to the widow. | [Drinks, 


Scan. He begins to chuckle-;————ply him cloſe, or 


he'll relapſe into a dun, 


SCENE vl. 
[To them] Officer. 

Ofic. By your leave, gentlemen,—Mr. Trapland, 
if we muſt do our office, tell us. We have half a 
dozen gentlemen to arreſt in Pall. Mall and Covent 
Carden ; and if we don't make haſte, the chairmen will 
be abroad, and block up the chocolate-houſes, and then 
our labour's loſt. | | 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love mirth, 
but buſineſs myſt be done; are you ready to 

Jer. Sir, your father's ſteward ſays he comes to 
make propoſals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away 
your officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. " 
Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within call. 4 
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SCENE VIL 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY, 
STEWARD who whiſpers VALENTINE. 


Scan. Here's a dog now, a traitor in his wine; fir» 


rah, refund the ſack : Jeremy fetch him ſome warm 


water, or I'll rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt 
way to his conſcience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value 
your ſack ; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your money 
again, when a gentleman has ſpent it? 

Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the condi- 
— they are very hard, but my neceſſity is very preſ- 
1 agree to em. Take Mr. Ti with you, and 
la bin draw the writing Mr. Trapland, you know 
this man, he ſhall ſatisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but 
my neceſſity— 

— * No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be 


2 7 rap. I hope you forgive me, my buſineſs requires— | 


SCENE VII. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 
Scan. He begs pardon like a hangman at an execu- 
tion. | 
Pal. But T have got a repri ive. 

Scan. I am ſurpriz d; what, does your "father relent ? 
Fal, No; he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions in 
the world : you have heard of a booby-brother, of mine, 
that was ſent to ſea three years ago? This brother, my 
father hears, is landed; whereupon he very aſtedtionate- 
ly ſends me word; if I will make a deed of convey- 


. ance 
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21 


be aſſunder; you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
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ance of my right to his eſtate after his death, to my 
younger brother, he will immediately furniſh me with 
four thouſand pound to pay my debts, and make my 
fortune. This was once propos'd before, and I refus'd 
it; but the preſent impatience of my creditors for their 
money, and my own impatience of confinement, and 
abſence from Angelica, force me to conſent. 

Scan. A very deſperate demonſtration of yourJlove 
to Angelica: and I think ſhe has never given you any 
aſſurance of hers. , | 

Val. You know her temper : ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. | 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they act, ſo they ns 2 ive us any light 
to gueſs at what they mean: but you have little reaſon 
to believe that a woman of this age, who has had an 
indifference for you in your proſperity, will fall in love 
with your ill fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great for- 
tune of her own ; and great fortunes either expect ano- 
ther great fortune, or a fool. 


SCENE KR. 


| [To them) JEREMY. 
Fer. More misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another dun? | 
Fer. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon 
Val. Well, I can't help it. you muſt bring him 
up; he knows I don't go 3 
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SCENE: X. 
VALENTINE, ScanDar. 


Kar. Pox on him, I'll be gone. ; JF 
Val. No pr'ythee ſtay : Tattle and you ſhould never 
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another; he is perfectly thy reverſe both in humour and 
underſtanding ; and as you ſet up for defamation, he 
is a mender of reputations. 

Sean. A mender of reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a 
Keeper of ſecrets, another virtue that he ſets up for in 
the ſame manner. For the rogue will ſpeak aloud in 
the poſture of a whiſper : and deny a woman's name, 
While he gives you the marks of her perſon : he will 
foriwear receiving a letter from her, and at the ſame 
fime ſhew you her hand in the ſuperſcription : and yet 
Perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, and ſworn 
to a truth; but he hopes not to be believ d; and refuſes 
the reputation of a Lady's favour, as a doctor ſays, 
No, to a biſhopric, only that it may be granted him. 
In ſhort, he is a public profeſſor of ſecrecy, and makes 
e that he holds private intelligence.— He's 


SCENE XI. 


{To them] TATTLE. 
Tat. Valentine, good morrow ; Scandal, Iam yours, 
hat is when you ſpeak well of me. 
Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my 
own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 
Tatt. How inhuman! . | | 
Fal. Why, Tattle, you need not be much concern'd 


i ö at any thing that he ſays: for to converſe with Scandal, 
b co play at Leg Loadum ; you mult loſe a name 


to him, before you can win it for yourſelf. 


Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortu- ' 


nate for him, that the world ſhall think the better of 


any perſon for his calumniation !——1 thank heav'n, 
it has always been a part of my character, to handle 


the reputations of others very tenderly indeed. 


E 7 | 2 
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Scan. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to 
al with, are to be handl'd tenderly indeed. 


Tait, Nay, but why rotten ? why ſhould you ſay, 
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rotten, when you know not the perſons of whom you 


speak? how cruel that is ? 


Scan. Not know em? why, thou never hadſt todo 
with any body that did not ſtink to all the town. | 
| Tatt. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of it 
indeed. For there is nothing more known, than that 


no body knews any thing of that nature of me. As 1 


hope to be ſav'd, Valenti ne, I never expos d a woman, 


ſince I knew what woman was. 


Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 
Tatt, To be free with you, 1 have don't care 


if Il own that=Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold word 
now) I never could meddle with a woman, that had to 
do with any body elle. 


Scan. How ! 


Val. Nay faith I'm apt to believe him except her 


j huſband, T attle. 


Tatt. Oh that— | | 
Scan. What think you. of that noble commaner 


Mrs. Drab ? 


Tatt. Pooh, I know Madam Drab bas made her 


E brags in three or four places, that I ſaid this and that, 


and writ to her, and did I know not what—But, upon 
my reputation, ſhe did me wrong—— Well, well, that 


was malice—But J know the bottom of it. She was 
brib'd to that by one we all kndw.—A man too. Only 
bring me into diſgrace with a certain woman of qua- 
ity | 


San. Whom we all know! 4 | 
Tatt. No matter for that——Yes, yes, every body 


; knows——No doubt on't, every body knows my ſe- 
| crets——But I ſoon ſatisfy d the Lady of my inno- 
cence; for I told her—— Madam, ſays I, there are 


ſome perſons who make it their buſineſs to tell ſtories, 


and ſay this and that of one and t'other, and every thing 


in the world; and, ſays I, if your Grace 

Scan, Grace 

Tatt. O Lord, what have I ſaid? My unlucky 
tongue 7 | 
"LR. Feb, 
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Fal. Ha. ha. ha. 


Scan, Why, artle, thou haſt more impudence than 
one can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for 


thee, well! and, ha, ha, ha, well} go on, and wha 
did you ſay to her Grace ? —— 
Fal. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 
Tatt. Not a word, as I hope to be (av'd; an arrant 
lapſus lingue———Come, let's talk of ſomething elle. 
Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf ? 
Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you—a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous 


of me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith——1 


know not what—Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 
Hum a org. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 
ſhould enquire. 

Tati. Falentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your mi- 
ſtreſs; and her uncle old Fore/ight : I think your father 
lies at Fore/ight's. 

Val. Yes. 

Tatt. Upon my foul, Argelica's a fine woman—And 
fo is Mrs. Fore/igh!, and her filter Mrs. Frail / 

Scan. Yes, Mrs, Frail is a very fine woman, we all 
know her. 

Tatt. Oh that is not fair. Fs 5 

Scan. What? | 

 Tatt. To tell. 


Scan. To tell what? why, what do you know oi 


Mrs. Frail ? 


Tart. Who I? upon honour. I don't know whether 
Me be man or woman; but by the ſmoothneſs of her 
chin, and roundneſs of her hips. 

Scan. No! | 5 

Tatt. No. 


Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 


 » Tatt. Impoſſible 


Car. Yes, faith. Ask Palentine elſe. 
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| woman obliges a man to ſecrecy, that ſhe may have 


for ede pleaſure of telling herſelf. 


Scan. No doubt ont. Well, but has ſhe done you 
wrong, or no? You have had her? ha! 

Tatt. Tho' I have more honour than to tell firſt; L 
have more manners than to contradict what a Lady has 


| declar'd. 


San. Well, you own it? 

Tatt. I am ſtrangely ſurpris'd ! yes, yes, I can't 
deny't, if ſhe taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Yalentine 
every morning. | | 

Tait, How | 5 

Val. She does me the favour I mean of a viſit ſome- 
times. I did not think ſhe granted more to any body. 

Scan. Nor I faith But Tattle does not uſe to 
bely a Lady; it is contrary to his character Ho 
one may be deceiv'd in a woman, Palentine ? 

Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

Scan. I'm reſolv'd I'll afk her. 3 

Tatt. O barbarous, why did you not tell me 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tatt. And bid me aſk Valentine 

Val. What did I ſay ? I hope you won't bring me 


"to confeſs an anſwer, when you never aſk'd me the 


queſtion ? 
7 But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman pro- 
ceedin 
val Nay, if you have known Scandal this long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was; the 
Ladies have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in your 


SCENE XI. 


To them] JEREMY. 


Jer. Sir, Mrs Frail has ſent to know if you are ſtir- 
ring, 


Fal. Shew her up when ſhe comes. 
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SCENE XIII. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TATTLE. 
Tatt. I'Il be gone. 
Lal. You'll meet her. | 
Tatt. Is there not a back way ? 
Val. If there were, you have more diſcretion, than 


to give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your run-Ii 


ning away will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatt. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous—0, [ 
ſhall loſe my reputation of ſecrecy for ever——1 ſhall 
never be receiv d but upon public days; and my viſits 


will never be admitted beyond a drawing- room: I 


Wall never ſee a bed-chamber again, never be lock d 
in a Cloſet, nor run behind a ſcreen, or under a table; 
never be diſtinguiſh'd among the waiting-women by 


the name of truity Mr. Tatil more- You will not 

be fo cruel. . | | 
Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 

conditions. | 


Tatt. Any, any terms. 


Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen women of' 


—_ reputation to me preſently—Come, where are you 
amiliar ?—And ſee that they are women of quality 
too, the firſt quality— 

Tatt. "Tis very hard Won't a Baronet's Lady paſs! 

Scan. No, nothing under a Right honourable. 

Tatt. O inhuman * you don't expect their names. 

Scan. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. 

Tat. Alas, that's the ſame thing: pray ſpare me 
their titles; I'll deſcribe their perſons. 

Scan. Well, begin then : but take notice, if you are 
fo ill a painter, that I cannot know the perſon by your 
picture of her, you muſt be condemn d, like other ba 
painters, to writ the name at the bottom. | 

Tast. Well firſt then 

SCENE 


F 
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"SCENE XIV. 


[To them] Mrs. Frail. | 

T att. O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you 
have patience till another time——T'll double the 
number. 

Scan. Well, on that condition—Take heed you don't 
fail me. 
Mrs. Frail. I ſhall get a fine reputation by coming to 
ſee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are yo 
here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every ings ſafe with you, 
we know. 

Scan. Tatth ! 

Tar. Mum—O 3 too much ho- 
nour. 

Val. Well Lady galloper, how does Angelica 

Mrs. Frail. 2 manners! 

Val. What, you will allow an abſent lover 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll allow a lover preſent with his 


miſtreſs to be particular—But otherways I think his - 


paſhon ought to give place to his manners. 
Val. But what if he has more paſſion than manners ? 
Mrs. Frail. Then let him marry and reform. 
Val. Marriage indeed may — the fury of his 
paſſion, but it very rarely * a man's manners. 
Mrs. Frail.. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world ; 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a huſband. For 
in alittle time he grows only rude to his wife, and that 
is the higheſt good — for it begets his civili 
to other — Well I'll tell you news ; but I ſuppoſe 
you hear your brother Benjamin is landed. And my bro- 
ther Fore/ight's daughter is come out of the country 
I aſſure you there's a match talk'd of by the old people 
Well, if he be but as great a ſea-beaſt, as ſhe 1s ® 
land- monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious breed— 
The E will be all otters: he has been bred at ſca, 
s never been * of the country. * 
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chat would be a trouble to you to keep. 


we * 


Val. 1 'em, their conjunction bodes me ns 
m ſure 
Mrs. Frail. Now you talk of conjunction. my bro- 
ther Foreſig be has caſt both their nativities, and progno- 
ſticates an admiral and an eminent juſtice of the peace 
to be the iſſue- male of their two bodies; tis the moſt 
ſuperſtitious old fool! he would have petſuaded me, 
that this was an unlucky day, and wou'd not let me 


come abroad: but I invented a dream, and ſent bim 


to Artemidorus for interpretation, and ſo ſtole put to ice 


2 — and-what will you give me now ?. come, 
mu 


have ſomething. ; 
Val. Step into the next room- and ll give 
you ſomething. : 
Scan. Ay, we'll all give you — 
Mrs. Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 
Val. Mine's a ſecret: 


Mrs. Frai/. I thought you would give me fomerhing 


Fal. And Scandal ſhall give you a good name. 

Mrs. Frail, That's more than he has for himſelf. Wa 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle ? 

Tat. I? my ſoul, Madam. 


Mrs. Frail. Pooh. no, I thank you, Wenne | 


do to take care of my own. + Well; but l' come and 


fee you one of theſe mornings : I hear you have . 


many 

Foro 1 have a pretty good colleAion ab your ſervice, 
e 

Sean. — him he has nothing but the Sasa, and 
the Twelve Cgars, paltry copies; and the Five Sena, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he bin- 
ſelf is the only original you will ſee there. 
_ Mrs. Frail. Ay, but Ic hear he has a cloſetof bes 


A Ves, all that have done him favours 4f-you 
will believe him, 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, let me fee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are facred to love and con- 


tem pla on. 
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templation: No man but the 822 and myſelf was 


ever bleſt with the ſight. 

Mrs. Frail, Well, but a woman | 

Tatt. Nor woman, till ſhe conſented to have her 
picture here too ſor then ſhe's oblig d to keep the 
ſecret. 

San. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee pictures. 

Mrs. Frail. You? 

Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your on picture 
and moſt of your acquaintanee to the life, and as like 
as at Kueller'8. 

Mrs. Frail. O lying ereature Valentine, does not 
he lye I can't believe'a word he ſays. ! 

Val. No, indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: for as Taps 
tle — pictures of all that have granted him favours, 
he has the pictures of all that have refus d him: if 
ſatires, deſcriptions, characters, and lampoons are pic- 
tures. 

Scan. Ves, mine are moſt in black and white. — And 


1 there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both 


men and women. I can ſhew you pride, folly, affecta - 
tion, wantonneſs, inconſtancy, covetouſneſs, diſlmula- 
tion, malice and ignorance, all in one piece. Then 
I can ſhew you Wing, foppery, vanity, cowardiſe, 
bragging, lechery, impotence and uglinefs in another 
piece; and yet one of theſe is a celebrated beauty, and 
t'other a profeſt beau. I have paintings too, ſome 
pleaſant enough. 

Mrs. Frail, Come let's hear em. | 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for: 
a complexion; and ſweating for a ſhape. 

Mrs. Frail. $0. | 

Scan. Then I have a Lady burning brandy in a cel 
lar with a hackney coachman. 

Mrs. Frail. O Jevill well but that ſtory is not true. 

Stan, I have ſome hieroglyphics too; I have 2 


lawyer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one 


face; a divine with two faces, and one head; aud I 
av 
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have a ſoldier with his brains in his belly, and his heart {MW ing 
where his head ſhou'd be. je» | 
Mrs. Frail. And no head? © * 
Scan. No head. | J 
Mrs. Frail. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you ( 
ne er a poet ? | | 5 
Scan. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and ſelling 
2 for praiſe, and a critic picking his pocket. | 
ve another large piece too, repreſenting a fchool ; 
where there are huge proportion'd critics, with long 
wigs, lac'd coats, Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces; 
with cat-calls in their hands, and horn-books about 
their necks. I have many more of this kind, very well 


painted as you ſhall ſee. 


Mrs. Frai/. Well I'll come if it be but to diſprove 
you. 


SCENE XV. 


| [To them] JEREMY. 

J. Sir, here's the ſteward again from your father. 

Val. Ill come to him——will you give me leave, I'll 
wait on you again preſently. | ; 

Mrs. Frail. No, Il be gone. Come, who ſquires 
me to the Exchange, I muſt call my fiſter Foreſight there ? 

Scan. I will: I have a mind to your fiſter. 

Mrs. Frail. Civil ! b 

Tatt. I will, becauſe I have a tender regard for your 
Ladyſhip. | 

Mrs. Frail. That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, to 
my opinion. | | | 

Scan. Well, if Tarte entertains you, I have the better 
opportunity to engage your filter. _ | 

Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard condi- 
tions to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you and your proceed- 
ings. If indiſcretion be a fign of love, you are the 


eis lover of avy body I know ; . 
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ing with your eſtate, will help you to your miſtreſ 
In my mind he is a thoughtleſs adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe wealth, by falling land; 
Or win a miſireſe, with a loſing hand. 


ACT IE: $CENWEEL: 
4 Room in FoRESIGHT's houſe. 


FPonkksionr and SERVANT. | 
Pore, EV day! what are all the women of my 

11 family abroad? Is not my wife come home? 
nor my ſiſter, nor my daughter? 

Serv. No, Sir. „ 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it i 
ſure the moon is in all her fortitudes ; Is my neice 4. 
gelica at home? * | 

Serv. Yes, Sir. | 

Fore, I believe you lye, Sir. 

Serv, Sir? | 

Fore. I ſay you lye, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, Sir, 


* 


when the crab was aſcending, and all my affairs go 


back ward. | 
Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 
Fore. No, I know you cant, Sir: but I can tell, and 
Sir £ 


bu 


SCENE u. 


[To them] Nuss. 
Fore. Nurſe, where's your young miſtreſs ? _ . 
Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they re none of 
'em come home yet: poor child, I warrant ſhe's fond 


being the town==Marry, pray heavy u they U given 
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ſo [ have; that may be good luck in troth, in troth it pr 
may, very good luck: nay I have had ſome omens : 
E I got out of bed backwards too this morning, without 
= - premeditation ; pretty good that too; but then | 
| ſtumbled coming down ſtairs, and met a weaſel ; bad 
omens thoſe: ſome” bad, ſome good, our lives are 
checquer d: mirth and ſorrow, want and plenty, night 
=_ and day, make up our time—But in troth I am pleas d 
1 at my ſtocking; very well pleas d at my ſtocking — 
Oh here's my neice ! Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon 
55 Legend Ill wait on him if he's at leiſure,. tis now three 
9 o clock, a very good hour for buſineſs, Mercury governs 
this hour. N x. | 


"= ber any dinner—Good" lack-a'day;” ha, ha, ha, 0 

1 ſtrange; I'Il vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry 

=_ and did you ever ſee the like ! | 

- Fore.” Why how now; what's the matter f 

-- = | Nurſe. Pray heay'n' ſend your worſhip good luck, . 

+ 5 _ marry and amen with all my heart, for you have put on. 
bon one ſtocking with the wrong fide outward. Fang 
= Fore. Ha, how ? faith and troth I'm glad of it, and | 
=_ 
_ 
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SCENE III. 


| Anceitica, ForesIGHT, NuRsE, 

Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleaſure too, uncle 
pray lend me your coach, mine's out of order. 
Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? ſure all fe- 
males are mad to /day—1t is of evil portent, and bodes 
miſchief to the maſter of a family—1 remember an old 
prophecy written by Mz/abalah the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a reverend Buckinghamfhire bard, 

When houſewift: all the bnuſe forſake, 


Aid leave good men to brew and bake, 
Withouten guile, then be it Jaid, 
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1 _ That houje doth flond upon its bead 1 
T7 A when the head is ſet in grond, _. 
= Ne mari, if it be fruitful fond. * 
| ws x * Frithal, 


a ſcheme, and find who's in conjunction with your wife. 


| rid culing- the celeſtial ſcience. 


Fort. Why, you malapert Slut- 
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Fruitful, the head fruitful. that hodes horus :; the ſtuit 
of the head is horns— Dear neice, ſtay at home For 
by the head of the houſe is, meant the huſband; the 
prophecy needs, no explanation. 

Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, 
pncle; by going abroad; . nor, ſecure 7 from deing 
one, by ſtaying at home. 

Fere. Ves, yes; while there one woman left, the. | 
prophecy is not in full force. ö 

Ang. But my inclinations are in force ; Thavea id 
co go abroad; and if you won't lend me your coach, 
I'll take a hackney, or a chair, and leave you to erect 


Why don't you keep her at home, if you're. jealous of 
her when/ſhe's abroad ?- you kgow-my, aunt is a little 
retrograde (as you call it] in her nature. Uncle, I'm 
afraid you are not Lord of the aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fare. Well Jill: flirt. you are very pert—and. always 


| | Ang, Nay uncle, don't be angry—If.you. are, IH 
reap up all your falſe prophecies, ridiculous dreams, 
and idle divinations. III ſwWear you are a nuiſance to 
the neighbour hood. What a buſtle did you keep 
againſt the laſt inviſible eclipſe, laying in proviſion as 
twere for a ſiege? what a world of fire and candle, 
matches and tindet - boxes did you purcbaſe'! one would 
have thought we were ever after to live under ground, 
or at leaſſ making a vgyage to en to nber 
there all the dark ſeaſon. 


Ang. Will you lend me your coach, or I'll 20 o 
Ney, 1 I'l — how you propheſy d papery. was com- 
ing, only becauſe the butler bad miſlaid ſome of 4te 
apoſtle ſpoons, and thought they were loſt. Away 
went religion and ſpoonmeat together —Indeed. ors 
1 I] indite you for a wizard. 

': Fore. How Huſſy! was there ever ſuch a provo- 
g minx? 8 2 


e. O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 
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Ae. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful mid. 
night practices; you and the old nurſe there—— 
Nurſe. Marry heav'n defend—1I at midnight practi- 
ces—O Lord, what's here to do ?—T in unlawful doings 
with my maſter's worſhip— Why, did you ever hear 
the like 'now—Sir, did ever I do any thing of your 
midnight concerns but warm your bed, and tuck 
vou up, and ſet the candle and your tobacco-box, and 
your urinal by you, and now and then rub the ſoles of 
your feet —0 Lord, I | | 
Arg. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the key-hole 
of the cloſet, one night, like Sau! and the witch of 
Endor, turning the fieve and ſheers, and pricking your 


thumbs, to write poor innocent ſervants names in blood, 


about a little nutmeg grater, which ſhe had forgot in 
the caudle-cup—Nay, I know ſomething worſe, if | 
would ſpeak of it ——- | 

Fore. I defy you, Huſly ; but I'll remember this, II 
be reveng'd on you, cockatrice ; Ill hamper you 
You have your fortune in your-own hands—but III 
find a way to make your lover, your prodigal ſpend- 
thrift galant, Valentins, pay for all, IT will. 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then 


Look to't, nurſe; I can bring witneſs that you have 2 
at unnatural teat under your left arm, and he ano- 


ther; and that you ſuckle a young devil in the ſhape of 

a tabby-cat, by turns, I can. | 

- Nurſe, A teat, a teat, I an unnatural teat! O the 

falſe flanderous thing ; feel, feel here, if I have any 

thing but like another chriſtian. '- [Crying. 
Fore. I will have patience, ſince it is the will of the 


| ſtars I ſhould be thus tormented—This is the effect of 


the malicious conjunctions and oppoſitions in the third 
houſe of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was 
Foretold But I will have my doors lock d op—T'! 
puniſh you, not a man ſhall enter my houſe. - 
A. Do uncle, lock em up quickly before my 
aunt come home Vou'll have a letter for alimony 


to-morrow morning But let me be gone firſt, and Poa 
| et 
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let no mankind come near the houſe, but converſe with 


ſpirits and the celeſtial ſigns, the bull, and the ram, and 
the goat. Bleſs me! there are a 428 many horn d 
beaſts among the twelve ſigns, uncle. But cuckolds 
go to heav'n. es 

Fore. But there's but one virgin among the ſigns, 
ſpit- fire, but one virgin. | 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had 
to do with any thing but aſtrologers, uncle. That 
makes my aunt go abroad. 

Fire, How ? how? is that the reaſon ?. come, you 


know ſomething ; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, 


good neice—Come, you ſhall have my coach and horſes 
Faith and troth you ſhaill—- Does my wife com- 
plain? come, I know women tell one another—She is 


young and ſanguine, has a wanton hazle eye, and was 


orn under Gemini, which may incline her to ſociety ; 
ſhe has a mole upon her lip, with a moiſt palm, and 
an open liberality on the mount of Venus. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Fore, Do you laugh ?—Well gentlewoman, I'll— 


But come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor 


uncle, tell me won't you ſpeak ? odd Pll—— 


Ie them] SERVANT. | 
Serv. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you 
Ang. Good bu'y uncle——Call me a chair LI 
find out my aunt, and tell her; ſhe muſt not come home. 
Fire. I'm fo perplex'd and vex d, I am not fit to re- 
ceive him : 1 ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the hour 


on him. 
Nurſe. - Yes, Sir. 


Fore. Well Why, if I was born to be a cuck- 


old, there's no more to be 1 here already. 


SCENE 


be paſt : go nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to wait. 
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SCENE V. 


ForES1GHT and Sir Saursow LEGEND with a 


Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old boy ; that's 
plain here tis, I have it in my hand, old Prolomee ; 
U make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him; 


I will, old Neftredamus. What, I warrant my fon thought 


nothing belong'd to a father, but forgiveneſs and aftec- 
tion; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to oftend, and me to 
pardon. I warrant you, if he danc'd till doomiday, 
he thought I was to pay the piper. Woell, but here 
it is under black and white, fignatum, figillatum, and 
deliberatum ; that as ſoon as my ſon Benjamin is arriv d, 
he is to make over to him his right of inheritance. 


Where's my daughter that is to be———— hah ! old 


Mertin! body o'me, I'm ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this 
undutiful rogue. . 
Fare. Odio, let me ſee; let me ſee the paper—Ay, 


faith and woch, here tis, if it will but hold wiſh 
things were done, and the conveyance made—When 


was this ſign d, what hour? Odſo, you ſhould have 
conſulted me for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte— 
Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my ſon Be. 
will be in town to- night. have ordered my lawyer to 
draw up writings of ſettlement and jointure—All ſhall 
be done to-night—No matter for the time ; pr'ythee, 
brother Foreſight, leave ſuperſtition———Pox o'th' time 
there's no time but the time preſent, there's no more 
to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will 
happen. If the ſun ſhines by day, and the ſtars by 
night, why, we ſhall know one another's face without 
the help of a candle, and that's all the ſtars are good 
for. 
Fore. How, how ? Sir Samp/on, that all? Give 


me leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ign0- 


rant, 
| Sir 


%%%VVTFR!!!. ft ana A 9 A. dB of ©, 


4 ade, of /extiles, quadratesr, trines, and oppofitions, 


tary, — Body o'me, I have made a cuckold of a king, 
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Sir Samp. I tell you 1 am wiſe; and ſapiens domi- 
xnabitur afiris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and 
an argument to confound your ephemeris—— ignorant 
I tell you I have travell'd old Fircu, and know the 
globe. I have ſeen the Arripodes, where the ſun riſes 
at midnight, and ſets at noon-day. 

Fore. But I tell you, I have travell'd and travell'd in 
the celeſtial ſpheres, know the „ig and the planets, and 
their houſes ; can judge of motions direct and retro- 


ery trigons and aquatical trigon. 3 know whether life 
ſhall be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy ; whether dif- 
eaſes are curable or incurable ; if journeys ſhall be pro- 
ſperous, undertakings ſucceſsful, or goods ſtol'n reco- 
ver'd, I know— | i 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the emperor of 
China's foot, have kiſs'd the Creat- Mogul 's ſlipper, and 
rid a hunting upon an elephant with the Cham of Far- 


and the preſent majeſty of Hantam is the iſſue of theſe 
loins. | | 
Fire. I know when travellers lye or ſpeak truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. | 
Sir Samp. I have known an aſtrologer made a cuck- 
old in the twinkling of a ſtar; and ſeen a conjurer, 
that cou'd not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 
Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I 
muſt be better inform'd of this. Aut. Do you 
mean my wife, Sir Sampn? tho* you made a cuckold 3M 
of the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the fon= 
Sir Samp. By the horns of the moon, you wou'd ſay, 
brother Capricorn. „ | | 
Fore Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mande- | 
wil; Ferdinand Mendes Pinto was but a type of thee, 
thou lyar of the firſt magnitude. Take back your pa- 
per of inheritance ; ſend your ſon to ſea again. IH Ved 
my daughter to an Egyptian mummy, ere ſhe ſhall in- 
corporate with a contemanex of ſciences, and a defamer 
of virtue, | F 
| Sir 
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Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far ;—T muſt 


not provoke honeſt Foumazar,—an E:yptian mummy is 
an illuſtrious creature, my truſty hieroglyphic ; and 
may have ſignifications of futurity about him; odsbud, 
] would my ſon were an Egyptian mummy for th ſake, 
What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, my good Hay 
I reverence the ſun. moon and ſtars with all my heart. 
What, I'll make thee a preſent of a mummy : now 
I think on't, body o'me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyp- 
tian king, that I purloin'd from one of the pyramids, 
wder'd with hieroglyphies; thou ſhalt have it brought 
ome to thy houſe, and make an entertainment for all 


the philomaths and ſtudents in phyfic and aſtrology in 
and about London. 


n? - 
P Sir Samp. Thy wife is a conſtellation of virtues ; 
ſhe's the moon, and thou art the man in the moon: 
Nay, ſhe is more illuſtrious than the moon ; for ſhe has 
her chaſtity without her inconſtancy, 'sbud I was but 
in jeſt. | | 


SCENE VI 


[To them) JEREMY. 

Sir Samp. How now, who ſent for you? Ha! what 
wou'd you have ? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in jeſt—— Who's that 
fellow? 1 don't like his phy ſiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My ſon, Sir; what fon Sir? my fon 
Benjamin, hoh? 

Jer. No Sir, Mr. Valentine, my maſter 'tis the 
firſt time he has been abroad ſince his couſinement, and 


he comes to pay his duty to you. 


Sir damp. Well, Sir. 


SCENE 


Fore. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Samy. 
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SCENE vn. 


For BS1GHT, Sir Saurson, VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


— Jer. He is here, Sir. 

rt. Val. Your bleſſing, Sir. | 
5 Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, I think I ſent 
it you to day in a bill of four thouſand pound: a great 
Is, deal of money, brother Forefighr. 


Fere. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of money 
for a young man, I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, ſo do I, Hark ye, Yalen- 
tine, if there be too much, refund the ſuperfluity ; do 
hear, boy? 

Val. Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my debts, 


3 I hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige 
: me to thoſe hard conditions, which my neceſſity ſigu d 
5 to | 


Sir Samp. Sir, how, I befeech you, what were you 
pleas'd to intimate, concerning indulgence ?” xg 
Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the extre- 


| ſome part 
Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you—that's all, ha? 
Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to aſk. Bat 
what you, out of fatherly fondneſs, will be pleas'd to 
add, ſhall be doubly welcome. | 
Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial 
piety and my fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like two tal- 
lies. Here's a rogue, brother Fore/;g4t, makes a bar- 
gain under hand and ſeal in the morning, and would 
be releas'd from it in the afternoon ; here's a rogue, 
dog. here's conſcience and honelty ; this is your wit 
now, this is the morality of your wits! you are a 
wit, and have bcen a beau, and may be a—— Why, 
ſirrah, is it not here under hand and ſeal Can you 
deny it? 
Val. Sir, I don't deny it. 


mity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from 
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8 . r 
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would have begot you or no? 'Oons! who are you! 


Sir Samp. Sirrah you'll be hang'd ; I ſhall live to ſee } 
you go up Holborn-bil/—— Has be not a rogue's face ? ali. 
peak, brother, you underſtand phyſiognomy, a on: 
hanging look to me————oPall my boys the moſt un- att: 
like me; he has a damn'd Tyburn-face, without the 
benefit o'the clergy. | ha 

Fore. Hum truly I don't care to diſcourage : | 
dar 18 man———— he has a violent death in his face; an. 
but I hope no danger of hanging. yo! 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon ?——for that old Wh m⸗ 
wang headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but BY ple 
you, Sir 

Sir Samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir :——Why, who — 
are you, Sir ? . lo 

Fal. Your ſon, Sir. bo 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I be. ha 

eve not. pa 

Val. Faith, I hope not. | | 

Sir Samp. What, wou'd you have your mother « Wl of 
whore! did you ever hear the like! did you ever hear 
the like! body o me fe 
Fal. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity and hi 


unnatural uſage. 

Sir Samp. Excuſe! impudence! why ſirrah, mayn't 
I do what I pleaſe? are hot you my flave ? did not! 
beget you? And might not I have choſen whether [ 


whence came you ? what brought you into the world! 
how came you here, Sir? here, to ſtand here, upon 
thoſe two legs, and look erect with that audacious face, 
hah ? anſwer me that? did you come a volunteer int 
the world? or did |, with the lawful authority of 3 
parer, preſs you to the ſervice ? 

Val. I know no more why I came, than you do why 
you call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean 
to provide for me, I deſire you would leave me as you 
found me. | 

Sir Samp. With all my heart: come, uncaſe, ſtripe, 
and go naked out of the worid, as you came „ 
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the 


Val. My cloaths are ſoon put off; But you muſt 
alſo diveſt me of reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclivati- 
ons, affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of 
attendants that you begot along with me. 


have 1 propagated ! 

Val. I am of myſelf a plain eaſy fimple creature; 
and to be kept at (mall expence ; but the retinue that 
you gave me are craving and invincible ; they are ſo 


r 


Ace; 


t old 
ploy ment. , 

Sir Samp. Oons! what had I to do to get children 
Can't a private man be born without all theſe fol- 
lowers? Why nothing under an emperor ſhould be 
born with appetites, Why at this rate a fellow that 
has but a groat in his pocket, may have a ſtomach ca- 
pable of a ten ſhilling ordinary. | F202 

Jer. Nay that's as clear as the ſun z I'll make oath 
of it before any juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Samp. Here's a cormorant too. 8 heart, this 
| fellow was not born with you ?-——l did not beget 

him, did I ? : 
Fer. By the proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too :—Nay, and to tell your worthip 
| another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was berg 
„ 3 ſame whoreſon appetites too, that my maſter 
K peaks Of, 
Samp, Why look you there now, —F'll main- 
den WE tain it, that by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow 
_ Ought to have been born without a palate.— 8 heart, 
„ Vat hou'd he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?—I 

. warrant you, he'd rather eat a pheaſant, than a piece of 
| poor John: and ſmell, now, why 1 warrant he can 
| ſmell, and loves perfumes above a ſtink Why 
_ there's it; and muſic, don't you love muſic, ſcoun- 
"00 drel? | | 
| Yer. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, Sir, as to 
1 Jiggs and country-dances and the like; I don't much 
aer your es or ſonatq's, they give me the * 
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Sir Samp. Body o'me, what a many- headed monſter 


many devils that you have rais'd, and will have em- 
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Sir Smp. The ſpleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound 
you Sole or forata's ? Oons! whole fon are you? 
how were you engendered, muckworm ? 

Jer. I am, by father, the fon of a chairman; my 
mother ſold oiiters in winter, and cucumbers in ſum- 
mer; ard } came up ltairs into the world; for I was 
born in a cellar. 

Fore By your looks you ſhould go up ſtairs out of 


| the world too, friend. 


Sir Samp. And if this rogue were anatomiz'd now 
and diſſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and con- 
coction, and ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a 
cardinal, this fon of à cucumber. Theſe things are 
unaccountable and unreaſonable. Body o me, why was 
not 1 a bear? that my cubs might have liv'd upon 
ſacking their paws : nature has been provident onlyto 
bears and ſpiders; the one has its nutriment in his 
own hands; and t'other ſpins his habitation out of 
his own entrails. | ; 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 


neceſlities of my nature, if 1 had my right of inberi- 


tance. 


pound—— if I had it again, I wou'd not give thee a 
groat,— What, would'ſt thou have me turn pelican, 
and feed thee out of my own vitals ?——'S'heart, live 
by your wits, You were always fond of the wits: 
no let's ſee, if you have wit enough to keep your- 
ſelf—Your brother will be in town to-night, or to-mor- 
row morning, and then look you perform covenants, 
and ſo your friend and ſecry Come, brother 


Forgſgbt. | | 


SCENE VII. 


VALENTINE, JEREMY. 
Fer. I told you what your viſit wou'd come to. 


Val. "Tis as much as I expected l did not come 
; to 


Sir Samp. Again! Oons, han't you four thouſand 
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to ſee him: I came to Angelica : but fince ſhe was 


one abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another way ; and at 
ſeat look'd well on my fide: what's here ? Mrs. Foreſight 


and Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt, I'll avoid em 


Come this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will 


r eturn. 


SCENE IX. 


Mrs. Forxss1GHT, and Mrs. FRAIL. 
Mrs. Frail, What have you to do to watch me? 


Mrs. Fore, You wall ? 


Mrs. Frail. Yes marry will I 
go to Covent-Garden Square in à hackney- 


buſineſs to 


*S'life, Il do what I pleaſe. 


A great piece of 


coach, and take a turn with one's friend. 1 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my } 


oath. : 


Mrs. Frail. Well, what if I took twenty I warrant 
if you had been there it had been only innocent recrea- 


tion, 


Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we 


can't have the happineſs of converſing where we like? 
Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home ?—T 

own it, I think there's no happineſs like converſin 

with an agreeable man; I don't quarrel at that, nor 


don't think but your converſation was very innocent; 
but the place is public, and to be ſeen with a man in 


a hackney-coach is ſcandalous : what if any body elſe 


ſhou'd have ſeen you alight, as I did? 


How can any 


body be happy, while they're in perpetual fear of dak 
ſeen and cenſur'd ?—Beſides it wou'd not only refl 


upon you, ſiſter, but me. 


Mrs. Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter Why ſhou'd it 
reflect upon you ?—l don't doubt but you have thought 


yourſelf happy in a hackney-coach before now—lf I 


had gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring- 


garden, or Barn-elms with a man al 


might have been ſaid, 


F 


one — ſomething 


"Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fre. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe places? 
what do you mean, ſiſter ? | 
Mrs. Frail. Was I ? what do you mean ? : 
Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe place. 
Mrs. Frail. I at a wore place and with a man! 
Mrs. Fore. 1 ſuppoſe you wou'd not go alone to the 
World send. 


Mrs. Frail. The Weorld"s-end ! what do you mean 


to banter me? | 
Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! you don't know that there's 
a place call'd the }#or/4";.erd? I'll wear you can keep 


Four countenance purely, you'd make an admirable 


Player. | 

Mrs. Frail. T1'll ſwear you have a great deal of con- 
fidence and in my mind too much the Rage. 

Mrs. Fore. Very well that will appear who has moſt, 
you never were at the Mori sen 

Mrs. Frail. No. | ; 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my face? 

Mrs. Frail. Your face, what's your face ? 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as good a face a 


ors. 
wo Frail. Not by a dozen of years wearing.—But 
I do deny it poſitively to your face then. 

Mrs. Fore. I'll allow you now to find fault with my 
face ;—— for I'll ſwear your impudence has put me out 
of countenance :——Dbut look you here now, — where 
did you loſe this gold bodkin ?—Oh ſiſter, fiſter ! 

Mrs. Frail. My bodkin ! | 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. Frai/. Well, if you go to that, where did you 
And this bodkin ?—Oh ſiſter, ſiſter —Siſter every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover 
her, without betraying myſelf. [Aldi. 
Mrs. Frail. 1 have b 


one ſhou'd take great care, when one makes a thruſt in 
fencing, not to he open one's ſelf. 
Mrs. Fore. It's very true, ſiſter : well, ſince all's out, 


and as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us — 
; | . what 


eard gentlemen ſay, ſiſter ; that 
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Peer em together. 


have told you; vou mult not call me mother. 


| Mrs, Pore. Maden; you ted) lap ial Bt my 
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what is often done in duels, take care af one anne, 
and grow better friends than before. 

Mrs. Frail. With all my heart, ours are but fight 
fleſh-wounds, and if we keep em from air, not at all 
dangerous: well, give me your hand in token of ſiſterly 
ſecrecy and affetlion. 

Mrs. Fore. Here tis with all my haart. 

Mrs. Frail. Well as an earveſt of friendſhip and eon · 
fidence : I'll acquaipt you with a deſign that I have; 
to tell truth, and ſpeak openly one to another: Im. 
afraid the world have obſerv'd us more than we have 
obſerv'd one another. You have a rich huſband, ayd 
are provided for: I am at a loſs, and have no great 
ſtock either of fortune or reputation; and therefore. 
muſt look ſharply about me. Sir Sazp/on has a ſon that 
is expected to-· night; and by the account I bave heard 
of his education, can be no conjurer: the eſtate yon 
know is to be made over to him: now if I cou'd/ 
wheedle him, ſiſter, ha? you underſtand me ? 

Mrs. Fare. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
my power and I can tell you one thing that falls. 
out luckily enough: my aukward daughter. in law, 
who you know 1s deſigu d to be his wife, is grown 
fond of Mr. Fattle ; now if we can improve that, and. 
make her have an averſion for the booby, it may go a 
great way towards his liking you. Here they come- 
together ; and let us contrive ſome. way or ober to 
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SCENE X. 


r. chen] Tavis, and. Mi Paus. 
Mih. Mother, mother, mother, look you ww. 
Mrs. Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how. you-bawl-—heiides, I' 


Mi/s. What muſt I call you then, are not you myfa+ 
ther's wife ? 
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ſoul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
irl call me mother —— Well, but Miſs, what are you 

o overjoy'd at? | 

Miß. Look you here, Madam then. what Mr. Tat!le 
has giv'n me Look you here couſin, here's a ſnuff. 
box ; nay, there's ſnuff in't ;—here, will you have any 
h good how ſweet it is—Mr. Tate is all over 
ſweet, his peruke is ſweet, and his gloves are ſweet, — 
and his handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than 
roſes ——— Smell him mother, Madam, I mean—He 
gave me this ring for a kiſs. 

Tatt. O fy Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Mili. Ves; I may tell my mother And he ſays he'll 
give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo Oh pray 
lend me your handkerchief Smell, coufin ; he ſays, 
he'll give me ſomething that will make my ſmocks 
ſmell this way—Ts not it pure? It's better than la- 
vender mun I'm refolv'd I won't let nurſe put any 
more lavender among my ſmocks—— ha, couſin ? 

Mrs. Frail. Fy, Miſs ; amongſt your linen you muſt 
ſay You muſt never ſay ſmock. 

Miſs. Why, it is not bawdy, is it couſin ? 

Tait. Oh, Madam ; you are too ſevere upon Miſs ; 
you muſt not find fault with her pretty ſimplicity, it be- 
comes her ſtrangely pretty Miſs, don't let em per- 
ſuade you out of your innocency. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you toad I wiſh you 
don't perſuade her out of her innocency. 92 

Tatt. Who 1, Madam ? Oh Lord how can your 
Ladyſhip have ſuch- a thought ſure you don't 
know ine ? 1 | | 

Mrs. Frail. Ah devil, fly devil He's as cloſe, 
fiſter, as a confeſſor He thinks we don't obſerve 
him. e 

Mrs. Fere. A cunning cur, how ſoon he cou'd find 
out a freſh harmleſs creature; and left us, ſiſter, pre- 
ſently. | I | 

Tatt. Upon reputation — | | 

Mrs. Fore. They're all fo, ſiſter, theſe l 
Ove 


4 


— 
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love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing a 
new play the firſt day. —[ warrant it would break Mr. 
Tattle's heart, to think that any body elſe ſhou'd be 
beforehand with him. 
Tait. Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the 
world 
Mrs. Frail, O hang you; who'll believe you * 
You'd be hang'd before you'd confeſs—we know you 
—ſhe's very pretty — Lord, what pure red and white ! 
—ſhe looks ſo wholſome ne er ſtir, I don t know, 
but I fanſy, if I were a man—— 
Miſs. How you love to jeer one, Fe 
| Mrs. Fore. Hark'ee, ſiſter.— by my ſoul the ein! is 
ſpoil'd already -d ee think ſhe'll ever indure a great 
labberly tarpawlin Gad I warrant you, ſhe won't 
let him come near her, after Mr. Fate. 
Mrs. Frail. O' my ſoul I'm afraid ont: eh 
filthy creature that ſmells all of pitch and tar Devil 
take you, you confounded: toad Why did you 
fee her, before ſhe was married? 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him—my huſband . 
will hang us—He'lthink we brought em acquainted, 
Mrs. Frail. Come, faith let us be gone—lIf my bro- 
ther Fore/igbt ſhou'd find us with themz——He d think 
ſo, ſure enough. | 11 
| Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd—but then — em 
ther is as. bad And he's ſuch a fly devil, helln never 
miſs an opportunity. 
Mrs. Frail. I don't care ; I won't be ſeen in't. 
Mrs, Fore, Well, if you ſhou'd, Mr. Tatt/e, you'll 
| have a world to anſwer for, remember 1 wa wy hands 
of it, I'm throughly i innocent. 
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| ſpe 

you 

e th... wot 

- mu 
EE Tarrrz, Miſs Paus. you 
"2 Mi. What makes em go away, Mr. Tatt/e? what fat 
 " do they mean, do you know ? ing 
—_ Tot. Ves, my dear——T think I can gueſk———But wh 
_ hang me af 1 — the reaſon of it. If 


| Mis. Come, muſt not we go too ? 
| Tatt. No, vo, they don't mean that. 
| Ai. No! what then ? what ſball you and I do to- 


1 gether ? ſari 
_ Tatt. J muſt make love to you, pretty _ will j 
+ you let me make love to you ? tha 
_— Miſi. Ves, if you pleaſe. mit 
—_ Tatt, Frank, I gad, atleaſt. What a pox does Mu < 
= Fore/ight mean by this civility? is it to make à fool of WF tru 
= me or does ſhe: leave vs together oft of good moral. 
5 3 7 ; ty, and do 25 ſhe weuld be done 3 I' un. to ! 
= derſtand it ſo. [A. fin. 
= Mi. Well; and how will you make love to me- 7 
4 Come, I long to have you begin—mult 1 make love WW hax 
= too? you mult tell me how. p 
= Tatt. Vou muſt Jet me ſpeak, Miſs, you muſt no 
= ſpeak firſt; 1 muſt alk you queſtions, and you mul : 
| 1 . What, is it like the catechiſm Come the 
me. 
T att. D'ye think you can love me? 
i. Les. 


Tat. Pooh, pox, you mult not ſay yes already: 
ſhan't care a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 
Miſs. What mult I ſay then? 
Tatt. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, 
you can't tell 
Mia. Why, muſt I tell a lye then? 
Tatt. Les, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bred 
perſons lys:—belides you are a woman, you muſt wm 


Of 


than our old-faſhioned country-way of ſpeaking one's 


to tell lyes——but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a 
fi | 


have taken it. 
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ſpeak what yon think : your words muſt contradi&. 
your thoughts; but your actions may contradict your 
words. So, when 1 aſk you, if you can love me, you 
mult ſay no, but you maſt love me too If I tell 
you you are handſom, you muſt deny it, and ſay I 
fatter you But you muſt think yourſelf more charm- 
ing than I ſpeak you: And like me, for the beauty 
which I ſay you have, as much as if I had it myſelf—- 
If I aſk you to kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you 
muſt not refuſe me. If I aſk you for more, you muſt 
be more angry. but more complying; and as ſoon 
as ever I make you ſay you'll cry out, you mult. be 
ſure to hold your tongue. 

Miſs. O Lord, 1 ſwear this is pure,. I like it better 


mind and muſt not you lye too? | 
Tatt. Hum—Yes——But you muſt believe I ſpeak 


truth, 
Miſs. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great mind 


in. | | 

Tatt. Well, my pretty creature; will you make me 

happy by giving me a kiſs ? 

Miſi. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 
| [Runs and hifſes him. 

Tatt. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you 

mould not have given it me, but have ſuifer'd me to 


Mi. Well, we'll do't again. 
_ With all my heart———now _ my _ 

nge . 3 K | . 
MJ. Piſh. ; (ge 5 
Tatt. That's right——again my charmer. . 

| [Ait again. 
Mi. O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. | 
 Tatt. Admirable! that was as well as if you had 
been born and bred in Cowent-Garden, And won't you 
taew me, pretty Miſs, where your bed-chamber is ? 
| . Mi. 


- 
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Mi. No indeed won't I: but I'll run there, and hide 
myſelf from you behind the curtains. 

Tatt. \'Il follow you. 

Miſs. Ah, but I'll hold the . with both hands, 
and be angry - and you ſhall puſh me down before 


you come in. 


7477. No, Ill come in firſt, and oth you down af. 


| terwards. 


Miſs. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, and more 
complying. 

Tatt. Then I'll make you ry out. 

Miſs. Oh but you ſhan't, for Ill hold my tongue. 

Tatt. Oh my dear apt ſcholar. 

M. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than 


you. 
7 7. att. You ſhall not fly fo faſt as III purſue. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
NuRsE alone. 
ISS, Mig, Miſs Prze—— Mercy on me, 


marry and amen. Why, what's become 
of the child ? Why Miſs, Miſs Fore/ight—Sure ſhe has 
Jock'r herſelf up in her chamber, and gone to ſleep, or to 
Miſs, Miſs, I hear her—Come to your father, 
Open the door, Miſs, —l 
Hear you cry huſht O Lord, who's there? [Peeps.] 
What's here to do? O the father! a man with her 
Why, Miss I ſay; god! s my life, here's fine doings to- 
wards O Lord, we're all undone O you young 
harlotry [Knecks,] Od's my life won't you open the 
door? I'll come in the back way. 


SCENE 
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courſe, any thing of ſecrecy N LAlde to Scandal. 
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SCENE II. 


TaTTLE, Mi Pave. 


Mil O Lord, ſhe's coming and ſhe'll tell m 
father, what ſhall I do now ? : 

| Tatt. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes 
longer, I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for ker coming. . 

Mifi. O dear, what ſhall Lay? > tell me, Mr. Tar, 
tell me a lye. 

Tatt. There's no occaſion for a lye; ; J could never 
tell a lye to no purpoſe But ſince we have done no- 
thing, we mult ſay nothing, I think. I hear her 


I'll leave you together, and come off as you can. 
 (Thrufts her in and ſhuts the door. 


SCENE III. 


TAaTTLE; VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ANGELICA. 

Ang. You can't accuſe me of inconſtancy: I never 
told you that I lov'd you. 

'al. But I can accuſe you of uncertainty, for not 

telling me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miſtake- indifference for uncertainty; I 
never had concern enough to aſk myſelf the queſtion. 

Scan. Nor good-nature enough to anſwer him that 
did aſk you: I'll ſay that for you, Madam. | 

Ang. What, are you ſetting up for good-nature ? 

Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the women 
do for ill nature. 

Ang. Perſuade your friend, that it is all affectation. 
Scan. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion; 
for | know no effectual difference between contiaued 

affe ctation and reality. 
Tatt. (Coming up] Scandal, are you in private diſ- 


Scan. 
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Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of 
Angelica's love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a ſyllable I know that $2 
ſecret, for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Sram. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you fa y ſome- 


thing was whiſper d every where. 


Scan. Your love of Valentine. 

Ang. How ! 

Tatt. No, Madam, his love for your Ladyſhip—Gad 
take me, I beg your pardon—for I never heard a word 
of your Ladyſhip's paſſion, till this inſtant. 

Ang. My paſſion! And who told you of my paſſion, 
pray y Sur ? | | | 

Scan. Why, is the devil in you? Did-not I tell it 


you for a ſecret ?. 
Tatt. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 


_ truſted with . own affairs. 


Scan. Is that your diſcretion ? truſt a woman with 
herſelf ? | 

Tatt. You ſay true, I beg your pardon ; III 
bring all of It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to 
imagine, that a perſon of your Ladyſhip's wit and gal- 
lantry, could have ſo long receiv'd the paſſionate ad- 
dreſſes of the accompliſh'd Falentine, and yet remain in- 
ſenſible ; therefore ydu will pardon me, if, from a jult 
weight of his merit, with your Ladyſhip's good judg - 
ment, I form'd the ballance of a reciprocal affection. 

Vat. O the devil, what damn'd coſtive poet has gl- 
ven thee this leſion of fuſtian to get by rote? 

Ang. 1 dare iwear you wrong him, it is his own— 
And Mr. Tatile only judges of the ſucceſs of others, from 
the effects of his own merit. For certainly Mr 7 at: 

was never deny'd any thing in his life. 

Tatt. O Lord ! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

Ang. I ſwear IT don't think 'tis poſſible. 

Tatt. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moit unfortunate man in the world, and the 


moſt NF us'd by the Ladies, 
45 
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Arg. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

Tatt, No, I hope not. dis as much ingratitade to 
own ſome favours, as to conceal others. 

Val. There, now it's out. 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you 
had never aſk'd any thing but what a Lady might mo- 
deſtly grant, and you confeſs. | 
| Scan. So faith, your buſineſs is done here; now you 
£4 may go brag ſomewhere elſe. | 

Tatt. Brag ! O heav'ns! why, did I name any body! 
Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your power; but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on't. 

Tatt. Not in my power, Madam ! What does your 

Ladyſhip mean, that I have no woman's reputation in 

my power. "70 

Scan. Oons, why, you won't own it, will you? [ A/ide. 

Tatt. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more 
J have, as I hope to be ſav'd; I never had it in my 

wer to ſay any thing to a Lady's prejudice" in my 
ife—For, as I was telling you, Madam, I have been 

the moſt unſucceſsful creature living, in things of that 
nature; and never had the good fortune to be truſted 
once with a Lady' ſecret , not once. 

Arg. No! 2 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan. And I'll anſwer for him; for I'm ſure, if he 
had, he would have told me; 1 find, Madam, you 
don't know Mr. Tarte. : 

Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at 
all, I find. For ſure my intimate friends would have 
known— | | 

Ang. Then, it ſeems, you would have told, if you 
had been truſted. 

Tati. O pox, Scandal, that was too far put——Never 

have told particulars, Madam. Perhaps, I might have 

talk'd as of a third perſon—or have introduc'd an a- 

mour of my own, in converſation, by way of novel : 

but never have explain'd particulars, 
88 Aag. 
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Ang. But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tat- 
tle's ſecrecy, if he was never truſted ? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes—the thing is proverbially 
ſpoken; but may be apply d to him As if we ſhould 
ſay in general terms, he only is ſecret who never was 
truſted, a ſatirical proverb upon our ſex—There's ano- 
ther upon yours———As ſhe is chaſte, who was never 

-aſk'd the queſtion. That's all. 7 

Val. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly: tis 
hard to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tatile be the more 
oblig d to you. For you found her virtue upon the 
backwardneſs of the men; and his ſecrecy upon the 
miſtruſt of the women. 

Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we are 
oblig'd to acquit ourſelves—And for my part—But 
your Ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt 

Arg. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a 
great deal of temptation. | 

Tatt. And, I'Gad, I have given ſome temptation 
that has not been reſiſted. 

Fal. Good. | 

Ang. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the court, 
how fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to 
confeſs all his ſollicitations and my denials. . 

Val. I am ready to plead not guilty, for you; and 
guilty, for myſelf. | 

Scan. So, why this is fair, here's demonſtration with 
a witneſs. 35 
Tatt. Well, my witneſſes are not preſent—But I 
confeſs I have had favours from perſons— But as the 
favours are numberleſs, ſo the perſons are nameleſs. 

Scan. Pooh, this proves nothing. 

Tatt. No? I can ſhew letters, lockets, pictures, and 
rings; and, if fhere be occaſion for witneſſes, I can 
ſummon the maids at the chocolate houſes, all the por- 
ters at Pall Mall and Covent Garden, the door-keepers 
at the play-houſe, the drawers at Locke!'s, Pontack's, the 


" Rummer, Spring Garden; my own landlady and valet | 


ie chambre; all who ſhall make oath, that I receive 
| | i more 
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more letters than the ſecretary's office; and that I have 
more vizor-maſks to inquire for me, than ever went to 
ſee the hermaphrodite, or the naked prince. And it 
is notorious, that, in a country-church, once, an inqui- 
ry being made, who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the 
famous Tattle, who had ruin'd ſo many women. 
Val. Tt was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nick-name 
of the Great Turk. | | 
Tait. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the 
pariſh—— The next Sunday all the old women kept 
their daughters at home, and the parſon had not half 
his congregation. He wou'd have brought me into 
the ſpiritual court ; but I was wing, +: upon him, for 
he had a handſome daughter whom I initiated into the 
ſcience, But I repented it afterwards, for it was 
talk d of in-town—And a Lady of quality that ſhall be 
nameleſs, in a raging fit of jealouſy, came down in her 
coach and fix horſes, and expos'd herſelf upon my ac- 
count; Gad I was ſorry for it with all my heart 
You 0p whom I mean——You know where we 
affle 
Scan. Mum, Tattle. | | 
Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd? _ 
Ag. O barbarous! I never heard ſo inſolent a 
piece of vanity—Fy, Mr. Tattle—I'll ſwear I could 
not have believ'd its this your ſecrecy ? - 
Tatt. Gad ſo, the heat of my ſtory carried me be- 
yond my diſcretion, as the heat of the Lady's paſſion 
hurried her beyond her reputation But I hope you 
don't know whom I mean ; for there-was a great many 
Ladies rafled—Pox on't, now could I bite off my 
tongue, * - 8 
Scan, No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Come, I'll recommend a ſong to you, upon the hint of 
my two proverbs, and I ſee one in the next room that 
will fing it. [Coes to the door.” 
Tatt, For heav'n's ſake, if you do guels, ſay no- 
thing ; Gad, I'm very unfortunate. 7 
Scan, Pray ſing the firſt ſong in the laſt new play. 
PF. 5 SONG, 
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J 
Nymph and a fwain to Apollo once pray d, 
be feoain had been jilted, the nymph been betray d. 
heir intent was to try if bis oracle knew 


Fer a nymph that was chaſle, or a ſewain that was tru, 
II 


1 
— 


Apollo -a, mute, and had like t'have Been pos d, E 
But ſagely at length he this ſecret diſclor'd: = 
He alone won't betray in whom nome will confide : ar 


And the nymph may be chafle that has never been try d. W 


8 C ENE N. hi 
[To them) Sir Saursox, Mrs. Frail, Miſ Pa us, au de 


Servant. ye 
Sir Samp. Is Ben come Odſo, my fon Ben come . 
odd, I'm glad on't : where is he? 1 long to ſee hin WWF 
Now, Mrs. Frail you ſhall fee my ſon Ben — bod © 
o'me, he's the hopes of my family—I han't ſeen ha b 
theſe three years warrant he's grown call hin © 
in, bid him make haſte—T'm' ready to cry for joy. 
Mrs. Frail. Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your huſband. * 
Mf. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my huſband. Y 
Aﬀfide to Frail. n 
.. Frail. Huſh: well, he ſhan't leave that to nt 
Ell beckon Mr. Tale to us. 
Ang. Won't you ſlay and ſee your brother? 
| Pal. We are the twin ſtars, and cannot ſhine in one 
— when he riſes I muſt ſet—beſides, if I ſhow! 
_— ay, I don't know but my father in good nature ma 
-- preſs me to the immediate ſigning the Gro of 3 
—_ | | anc 
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ance of my eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as I can 
Well, you'll come to a reſolution. $7.8 
Aug. | can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I 
ſhall never have one. | 

Scan. Come, Valentine, T'll go with you; I've ſome- 
thing in my head to communicate to you. | 


SCENE V. 


AxGEL1CA, Sir Saursox, TATTLE, Mrs, Frait, 


Miſs Punx. | 


Si Samp. What, is my ſon Valentins gone? what, 
is he ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his brother ? there's 
an unnatural whelp! there's an ill-natur'd dog ! what, 
7 were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him! 
cou'd neither love, nor duty, nor natural affection o- 
blige him. Odſbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to 
him; he is not worth your conſideration. The ro 
has not a drachm of generous love about him: all in- 
au tereſt, all intereſt; he's an undone ſcoundrel, and courts 
your eſtate : body o'me, he does not care a doit for 
me! your perſon. 
him. Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Samen; for if 
od ever I cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould have 
hin WH been his eftate too: but ſince that's gone, the bait's 
bin off, and the naked hook appears. 
Sir Samp. Odſbud, well ſpoken; and you are a 
d, wiſer woman than I thought you were: for moſt 
young women now-a-days are to be tempted with a 
ral naked hook. 3 1 
ne Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good eſtate 
with any man, and for any man with a good eſtate: 
therefore if I were oblig'd to make a choice, I declare 


one I'd rather have you than your ſon. 
ul Sir Samp. Faith and troth you're a wiſe woman, and 
147 I'm glad to hear you ſay ſo; I was afraid you were in 


eſe love with the reprobate ; Odd, I was ſorry for you _ 
xck N | | | 
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all my heart: hang him, mungrel ; caſt him off; you 


ſhall ſee the rogue ſhew himielf, and make love 9 
ſome deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſtenance, 
Odd, I love to lee a young ſpendthrift forc'd to cling 
to an old woman for ſupport, like Ivy round- a dead 
Oak: faith I do; I love to fee em hug and cotten to. 
gether, like down upon a thiſtle, 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] Bex, LEGEND, and SERVANT. 

Ben. Where's father ? " af, 

Sery. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 

Sir Samp. My ſon Ben ! bleſs thee my dear boy; 
body o'me, thou art heartily welcome. 

Ben. Thank you, father, and I am glad to ſee you, 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, and I am glad to fee thee, ki 
me, boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [K:/e: hin, 

Ben. So, ſo, enough, father 


* 


Sir Samp. And fo thou ſhalt Mrs. Angelica, 
my ſon Ben. 

Ben. Forſooth if you pleaſe [Salutes her.] Nay, 
Miſtreſs, I'm not for dropping anchor here ; about ſhip 
T faith—{&7/es Frail.) Nay, and you too, my little 
cock-boat ——{0o——— (K:Yes Miss. 

Tatt. Sir, you're welcome a- ſhore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary league, 
Ben, ſince I ſaw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey, been ! been far enough, an that be 
all—Well father, and how do all at home ? how does 
brother Dic, and brother Ta? 1 

Sir Samp. Dick, body o me, Dick has been dead 
theſe two years ;'I writ you word, when you were at 
Legorne. 

Ben. Meſs, that's true: marry I had forgot. Dic4's 

dead as you fay——yell, and how? 1 have many 


queſtions 


Meſs, I'd rather 


LOVE rox LOVE. 


queſtions to aſk you; well, you ben't marry'd again, | 
father, be you? | 
Sir Samp. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; L 


would not marry for thy ſake. | 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignify ?—=an you 
marry again—— why then, I'll go to ſea again, fo 
there's one for t'other, an that be all pray don't 
let me be your hindrance; e'en marry a God's name 
an the wind fit that way. As for my part, may hap-L 
have no mind to marry. | | 

| Mrs. Frail. That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſom 
young gentleman. £ 

Ben. Handſom ! he, he, he, nay forſooth, an you be 
for joking, I'll joke with you, for I love my jeſt, an the 
ſhip were ſinking, as we ſayn at ſea. But I'll tell you 
why I don't much ſtand towards matrimony. I love 
to roam about from to port, and from land to 
land: I could never abide to be port · bound, as we call 
it: now a man that is marry'd, has as it were, dye 
ſee, his feet in the bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get 
em out again when he wou'd. | 

Sir Samp. Ben's a wag. 

Ben. A man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more 
like another man, than a gally-ſlave is like one of us 
free ſailors, he is chain'd to an oar all his life; and 
may-hap forc'd to tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very wag, Ben's a very wag ; only a 
little rough, he wants a little poliſhing. | 

Mrs, Frail. Not at all; I like his humour mightily, 
it's plain and honeſt, I ſhould like ſach a humour in a 
huſband extremely. 6 g 

Ben. Say'n you ſo ſorſooth? marry and I ſhou'd 
like ſuch a handſom gentlewoman for a bedfellow huge- 
ly ; how ſay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to 
ſea? Meſs, you're a tight veſſel, and well rigg'd, and 


you were but as well mann'd, » 
Mrs. Frail. I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were 
maſter of tne. | 


1 
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Ben. But I'II tell you one thing, an you come to ſea 
in a high wind, or that Lady you mayn't carry 
= - fail o' your head—top and top gallant, by the 

els. 

Mrs. Frail. No, why ſo? | 

Ben, Why an you do, you may run the riſk to be 
overſet, and then you'll carry your keels above water, 
he, he, he. | 

Arg. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verieſt wag in 
nature; an abſolute ſea- wit. | 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you be- 
fore they want a little poliſhing : you muſt not take 

any thing ill, Madam. | | 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; | 
mean all in good part: for if I give a jeſt, I'll take ; 

jeſt: and fo forſooth you may be as free with me. 


- 


Aug. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended ;— 


but methinks, Sir Samp/er, you ſhou'd leave him alone 
with his miltreſs. Mr. Tatile, we muſt not hinder 
lovers. | 


_ — att. Well Mi, I have your promiſe. ¶Aſde i. 
ns. | 2 | 


Sir Samp. Body o'me, Madam, you ſay true 
look you, Ben, this is your miſtreſs-—— come, Miſs, 


you mutt not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together. W- 


Mii. I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my 
couſin ſtay with me? | | 
Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 
Ben. Look you, father, may-hap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 
Sir Samp. I warrant thee, boy, come, come, we'll 
be gone; Fl venture that. "4904 


SCENE. VI. 


Bex, and M Prue. 
Ben. Come, Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down! 
for an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple 
5 together, 


cam pleaſe to fit, I'll fit by you. 25 
y the Miß. You need not fit ſo near one, if you have any 
thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 


Ben. Why, that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb, 
I'll heave off 
to pleaſe you. [Sts farther r] An we were a league 
aſunder, I'd undertake to hold diſcourſe with you, an 
twere not a main high wind indeed, and full in my 
teeth. Look you forſooth, I am as it were bound for 
the land of matrimony ; tis a voyage d'ye ſee, that 
was none of my ſeeking, I was commanded by father, 
and if you like of it, may-hap I may ſteer into your 
harbour. How ſay you, Miſtreſs ? the ſhort of the 
thing is, that if you like me, and I like you, we may 


I can be heard as far as another, 


chance to ſwing in a hammock together. 


care to ſpeak with you at all. | | 
Ben. No, I'm ſorry for that,. But pray why are 

you ſo ſcornful ? . 

15 Miſ. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, one 


had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I wont 


tell a lye for the matter. | 
lib, Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to lye: 


her, fr to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
way; is as it were to look one way and to row ano 


ther. Now, for my part d'ye fee, I'm for carrying 


things above board, I'm not for keeping any thing ws 
aan der hatches, — ſo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay 


ſo a God's name, theres' no harm done ; may-hap you 


ell may be ſhame-fac'd, ſome maidens thof they love a 
man well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo tos 


face: if that's the caſe, why ſilence gives conſent. 
Myj;. But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner 
than you ſhould believe that; and Ill ſpeak truth, tho 
one ſhould always tell a lye to a man; and I don't care, 
let my father do what he will; I'm too big to be 
n! whipt, fo I'M tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love 
ole Jou at all, nor never will, that's more: 10 there's your 


aniwer 
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to ſea together. —come, I'll haule a chair; there, an you: 


Miſs, I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
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anſwer for you; and don't trouble me no more, you 


ugly —_ | | | 

Ben. k you, young woman, you may learn to 
give good words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, 
and civil.-As for your love er your liking, I dont 
value it of a rop's end ;—And may-hap 1 like you 23 
little as you do me: What I faid was in obedience to 
father; gad I fear a whipping no- more than you do. 
But I tell you one thing, if you fhou'd give ſuch lan- 
guage at ſea, you'd have a cat o' nine-tails laid crofs 
your ſhoulders. Fleſn who are you? you heard r'other 
handſom young woman ſpeak civily to me, of her own 
accord : whatever you think of yourſelf, gad 1 don't 
think you are any more to compare to her, than a carn 
of ſmall-beer to a bowl of punch. 


» Mi. Well, and there's a handſom gentleman, and 


a fine gentleman, and a ſweet gentleman, that was 


here that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you 


ſpeak to me any more, he'll thraſh your jacket for you, 
he will, you great ſea-calf. 1 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-weather ſpark 
that was here juſt now ? will he thraſh my jacket! 
Let'n—let'y—But an he comes near me, may hap! 
haves giv'n a ſalt eel for's ſupper, for all that. What 
doth father mean to leave me alone as J come home, 
with ſuch a dirty dowdy—Sea-calft? I an't calf enough 
to lick your chalk'd face, you cheeſe- curd you—Mar- 
ry thee + Oons Vil marry a Eapland witch as ſoon, and 
live upon ſelling contrary winds, and wrack'd veſſels. 

Mi. I won't be call'd names, nor I won't be abus d 
thus, ſo I won't—If I were a man—{Crys.}]—You duft 
not talk at this rate No you durſt not, you ſtinking 
tar - barrel. OT” | 


SCENE VII. 


[To them] Mrs, For Esch and Mrs, FR ail. 


Mrs. Fere. They have quarrel d-juſt as we cou d _ 
| ll. 
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Ben. Tar- barrel? let your ſweet-heart there call me 
ſo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Eſence, and I'll fay- 
ſomething to him; Gad Ill lace is muſk-doublet for 
him, I'll make him flink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a 
weaſel than a civet-cat, afore I ha” done with en. 

Mrs. Fore, Bleſs me what's the matter, Miſs ? What 
does the cry? Mr. Benjamin, what have you done 
to her ? | 

Ben. Let her cry: the more ſhe cries, the leſs 
ſhe'll—ſhe- has been gathering foul weather in her 
mouth, and now it rains out at her eyes. | 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, came, along with me, and 
tell me poor child. . | 

Mrs. Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do, there's my bro- 
ther Forefight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do yqu 
take Miſs down into the parlour, and F']l carry Mr. Ben- 
jamin into my chamber, for they maſt not Know that 
they are fall'n out—Come, Sir, will you venture your- 
ſelf with me. | | [ Laking kindly on bim. 

Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that I will, tho' "twere.to. 
ſca in a ſtorm, 


SCENE IX: 


Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT. | 
Sir Samp. I left 'em together here ? What are they- 
one? Ben's a briſk boy: hechas got her into a corner, 
ather's own ſon, faith, he'll touzie her, and mouzle- 
her: the rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from ſea; if he 
ſhould not ſtay for ſaying grace, old Fore/ighr, but fall 
to without the help of a parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd, 
I cou'd not be angry with him, twould be but like me, 
a chip of the old block. | Ha ! thou'rt melancholic, old 
prognoſticatjon ; as melancholic as if thou hadſt ſpilt the 
ſalt, or par'd thy nails on a ſanday :—come cheer up, 
look about thee : look up old ftar-gazer. Now is he 
poring upon the ground: for a crooked pin, 'or an old 
horſe nail, with the head towards him. 1 
Ne. 
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Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 


morning. 
Sir Samp. With all my heart. 
Fore. At ten a clock, punRually at ten. 
Sir Semp. To a minute, to a ſecond ; thou ſhalt ſet 


thy watch, and the bridegroom ſhall obſerve its moti. 


ons ; they ſhall be married to a minute, goto bed to a 
minute; and when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep 
time like the figures. of St. Dunſian's —4 and Con- 


femmatum g, ſhall ring all over the pariſu 


SCENE X. 


[To them] SCANDAL. 
Scan, Sir Sampſon, ſad news. 
Fore. Bleſs us 
Sir Samp. Why, what's the matter? 
Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and 
him, and all of us, more than any thing elſe ? 


Sir Samp. Body o'me, I don't know any univerſal 


ievance, but a new tax, or the loſs of the Canary 
ect. Unleſs popery ſhou'd be landed in the /i, or 
the French fleet were at anchor at Blackwall. 

Scan. No undoubtedly Mr. Fereſigbt knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. | 

Fore. Tis no earthquake! | 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we don't 
know what it may come to But it has had a con- 


Sir Samp. Why, body o'me, out with't. 4 


Scan. Something has appear'd to your ſon Yalentine— 


He's gone to bed upon't, and very ill—he ſpeaks lit- 
tle, yet he ſays he has a world to ſay. Aſks for his fa- 
ther and the wiſe Forefieht ; talks of Raymond Lay and 
the ghoſt of Lilly, He bas ſecrets to impart 1 ſuppoſe 
to you two: LI can get nothing out of him but ſighs. 
He defires he may ſee you in the morning, but would 

not 
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not be diſturb'd to night, becauſe he has ſome buſineſs 


to do in a dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have T to do with his 
dreams or his divination —— Body o'me, this is a trick 
to defer ſigning the conveyance. I warrant the devil 
will tell him in a dream, that he muft not part with 
his eſtate, but I'll bring him a parſon, to tell him, that 
the devil's a lyar Or if that won't do, I'll bring 
a lawyer that ſhall out-lye the devil. And fo Il try 
whether my black-guard or his ſhall get the better of 
the day. 


SCENE XA. 


Scau bal, Fox BSsI HT. 

Scan. Alas, Mr. Forefight, I'm afraid all is not right 
—You are a wiſe man, and a conſcientious man; a 
ſearcher into obſcurity and futurity ; and if you com- 
mit an error, it is with a great deal of conſideration, and 
diſcretion, and caution——— OOO 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal — 
Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter you 
But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty I'm afraid 


he is not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Foreſight——He has 1 


been wicked, and heav'n grant he may mean well in 
this affair with you———But my mind gives me, theſe 


things cannot be wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, 
and ſhou'd not be nar methinks you ſhou'd 


Fore. Alas. Mr. Scandal, —humanum eft errare.- 

Scan, You ſay true, man will err; meer man will 
err but you are ſomething more There have 
been wiſe men; but they were ſuch as you——Men 
who conſulted the ſtars, and were obſervers of omens 
—Sclomon was wiſe, but how)? by his judgment 
in aſtrology So ſays Pineda in his third book and eighth 


_ A 25 | 
ore. Yoa are learn'd, Mr. Scandai 


Scan, 
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Scan, A trifler—but a lover of art—And the wiſe 
men of the E/ o d their inſtruction to a ſtar, which { 
is rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in favour of a- 
ftrology ! and A bertus Magnus makes it the moſt va- Ml « 
luable ſcience, becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to con- 
fider the cauſation of cauſes, in the cauſes of thin y 
Fore. I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal— did 
not think you had been read in theſe matters—Few 
young-men are inclin'd 
Scan. I thank my ſtars that have nclia' me But 


I fear this marriage and making over this eſtate, this 


transferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judg- 

ments upon us. I propheſy it, and I wou'd not have 

the fate of Caſſandra, not to be believ'd. Yalentine is 

diſturb d, what can be the cauſe of that? and Sir Samp- 

ſon is hurry'd on by an unuſual violence— I fear he 

does not at wholly from himſelf ; methinks he does 
not look as he us'd to do. 

Ro ms He was always of an impetuous nature—But 
as to this marriage I have da Hg the ſtars; and all 
appearances are prof; 

Scam. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the pro- 
ſpeQ of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judgment, 
nor againſt . are not n that 
you act juſtly. 

Fore. How ! 

Scan. You are not ſatisfy d, 1 ſay——1 am loth to 
3 vou but i it is palpable that you are not ſa- 
Fore, How does it appear Mr, Scandal ? Lehink I an 
very well ſatisfy d. 

Kan. Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive aan 
or you do not know yourſelf, - 

Fere. Pray explain yourſelf. 

Scan, Do you ſleep well o'nights ? 

Fore. Very well. 

Scan. Are you certain ? you do not look ſo. 

Fore. I am in health, 1 think, F 
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Scan. So was Valentine this morning; and look'd juſt 


ſo T 
Fore. How! am I alter d any way? I don't per- 
ceive it. | 
Scan, That may be, but your beard is longer than it 
was two hours ago. . 


Fire. Indeed! bleſs me. 


SCENE ME 


[To them] Mrs. ForgSIGHT. me 

Mrs. Fore. Huſband, will you-go to bed? It's ten 
o clock. Mr. Scandal, your — at; | | 

Scan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my deſign— 
but I mult work. her into the project. You: keep ear- 
ly hours, Madam. e 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Fore/ight is punctual, we fit up after 
him. | 

Fore. My dear, pray lend me your glaſs, your little 
looking-glaſs. *. | 

Scan. Pray, lend it him, Madam — I' tell you 
the reaſon [She gives him the glaſa: Scandal and fe 
whiſper.) My paſſion for you is grown ſo violent, that 


I am no longer maſter of myſelf ——-I was interrupted 


in the morning, when you had charity enough to give 
me your attention, and I had hopes of finding another 
opportunity of explaining myſelf to you but was diſ- 
appointed all this day ; and the uneaſineſs that has at- 
tended me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this un- 
ſeaſonable hour | 
Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
love to me. before my huſband's face? III ſwear IU 
tell him. | | 
Scan, Do, Tl die a martyr, rather than diſclaim-my 
paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and I'lF 
tell you what project I had to get him out of the way 
that I might have an opportunity of waiting upon you. 
(Whiſper, [ Forefig ht locking in the glaſi. 
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| Fore. I do not fee any revolution here; methinks ! 
look with a ſerene and benign aſpect—pale, a little 
pale but the roſes of theſe cheeks have been gather'd 
many years ; ha ! I do not like that ſudden fluſh. 
already —bem, hem, hem ! faintiſh. My 
heart is pretty ; yet it beats; and my pulſes, ha 
I have none—Mercy on me—hum Yes, here they 
are—Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
hey! Whither will they hurry me ?—Now they're gone 
again—And now I'm faint again; and pale again, 
and hem! and my hem-—breath, hem '—groyws 
ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! | 
Scan. It takes, purſue it in the name of love and 
. pleaſure. £ 
Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foreſight ? 
Fore. Hum, not fo well as I thought I was. Lend 
me your hand. | | 
Scan. Look you there now—— Your Lady fays, your 

Leep has been unquiet of late. 
ore. Very likely. 

Mrs. Fore/ight. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to 
tell him ſo He has been ſubje& to talking and ftarting, 

Scan. And did not uſe to be fo. 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within theſe three 
nights; 1 cannot ſay, that he has once broken my ref, 
fince we have been marry'd, 

Alert, ob vip © 10 | 

Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Fre gb, an our pray 'rs- 
bk tones ds BE ; en 

Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, nurſe! 

Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal ? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by morning, 
taking it in time. . | 


Fore, I hope ſo. 
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SCENE XII. 


To them} Nuns. 

— Fore. ©, your maſter is'not well ; pot him 
to 

Stan. I hope you will be able to fee Yalmtinein the 
morning. - you had beſt take a little diacodion and 
my water, and lye upon your back, may be you 


wr I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I will——Nerfs, let 


| me have a watch-light, and lay the crums of comfort 


by me. 
Nurſe, Yes, Sir. 
Fire. And hem, hem! I am very FT OY TY? 
Scan. No, no, you look much better. 
Fire. Do I? And d'ye hear—bring me, let me ſee 
within a quarter of twelve —hem he, hem juſt up- 
on the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal 


and I hope, neither the lord of my aſcendant, nor the 


moon, will be combuſt; and then F may do well. 
Scan. I hope fo Leave that to me; I will e- 


rect a ſcheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sof and 
Venus in the ſixth houſe. 


Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou'd # 


de a great comfort to me. Hem, hem ee ; 


SCENE XIV. 


— 


Scandal, .. N 


San. Good night, good Mr. Forefight ;—and t hops 


Mars and Peres will be in conjunction while your 


wife and F are together. 
Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to 


make of this project? You don't think that you are e- 


of you and myſelf, thaw to deſpair. 


ver like to ſacceed in your deſign upon me. 
Scan. Yes, faith, Ido; I have a better opinion both 


\ 
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65 Mrs. Forejight. Did you ever hear ſuch a toad 
by. Hark'ye devil ? do you think any woman honeſt ? 

San. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt; — they ll cheat a 
14 little at cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 4 
it Mrs. Fore. Plhaw ! but virtuous I mean. 

| Scan. Yes, faith, I believe ſome women are virtuous 
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too; but tis as I believe ſome men are valiant, thro' 
fear For why ſhou'd a man court danger, or a 
woman ſhun pleaſure ? | t! 
fs Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous! what are conſcience and 
Hi honour ? Hs ſc 
Sean. Why, honour is a public enemy, and conſci- u 
ence a domeſtic thief; and he that wou'd ſecure his 
Pleaſure, muſt pay a tribute to one, and go halves with 
t'other. As for honour, that you have ſecur' d; for 
| you have purchas'd a perpetual opportunity for pleaſure, 
—_ Mrs. Fore. An opportunity for pleaſure ! 

Scan. Ay, your huſband, a huſband is an opportuni- 
ty for pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of honour, and 
_ ?ris the leaſt I can do to take care of conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And fo you think we are free for one 


Fe 5 another? LES 
13 „I think ſo; I love to ſpeak my 


= Scan. Yes, faith 
—_ mind. 
= Mrs. Fore. Why then I'H ſpeak my mind. Now as 
to this affair between you and me. Here you make 
love to me; why, I'II confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. 
Your perſon is well enough, and your underſtanding is 
not amils. | | 
Scan, I have no great opinion of myſelf; but I 
think, I'm neither deform'd, nor a fool. | 
Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous character; you 
are a libertine in ſpeech, as well as practice. | 
Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay,—you think y 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in converſation with me, 
than to allow ſome other men the laſt favour; you miſ- t 
take, the liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, 
for the ſervice of your ſex. He that fir crys-out Stop 
thief, is often he that has ſtol'n the treaſure. I am a 
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juggler, that act by conſederacy; and, if you pleaſe, 
ef put a trick upon the world. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal juggler, 
—that I'm afraid you have a great many confederates. 

Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 

Mrs. Fore. O, fy—— I'll ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſom. 

Mrs Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho' you did not 
think ſo. | | 

Scan. And you'd think ſo, tho' I ſhou'd not tell you 
ſo. And now, I think, we know one another pretty 
well. . | | 


Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here! 


* 


SCENE XV. 


re, 
mi- [To them] Mrs. F KA1L and Bex. 
and Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my mind— Father has 


rothing to do with me— Nay, I can't ſay that, neither; 
he has ſomething to do with me. But what does that 
fenify ? it ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by 
_ tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive againſt wind and 


as Mrs. Frail. Ay but, my dear, we muſt keep it ſe- 
ke WM cret, till the eſtate be ſettled ; for you know marrying 
ne. without an eſtate is like ſailing in a ſhip without balaſt. 
1 Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all 
the world it is indeed, as like as two cable-ropes. 
1 Mrs. Frail. And tho' I have a good portion, you 


know one would not venture all in one bottom. 
Ben. Why, that's trne again ; for may-hap one bot- 
tom may ſpring a leak. You've hit it indeed, Mes, 


you've nick'd the chanmel. | | i 9 
ie, Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me af- 
if- ter all, you'd break my heart. 
dd, Ben, Break your heart? I'd rather the Marigold 
Op ſhou'd break her cable in a ſtorm, as well -as I love 


her, Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe-hearted like a 
SI | land-man. 
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land-man. A failor will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he 


bas never a penny of money in his pocket. 


May-hap I may not have fo fair a face, as & citizen or 
a courterz but for all that, I have as good blood in 
my veins, and a heart as ſound as a biſket, 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, Ell flick like pitch; Ill 
tell you that. Come, - I'll fing you a ſong of a failor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my filter, I'll call her to 
hear it. 


Mrs. Fore. Well, I wont go to bed to my huſband | 
to night; becauſe I'll retire to my own chamber, and 


think of what you have ſaid. 

Scan. Well ; you'll give me leave to wait upon you 
to your chamber door, and leave you my laſt inſtru- 
Eons. 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my ſiſter coming towards us. 

Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, I'll entertain 
you with a fong. | 

Bm. The ſong was made upon one of our ſhip's- 
erew's wife; our boat-ſwain made the ſong, may hap 
you may know her, Sir. Before ſhe was marry d {be 
was call's Buxom Jean of Deptford. 

Scan. I have heard of her. Ihen fangs. 


A'BALLAD 
Set by Mr. John Eccles, 


: | $3 
of ler and'a ſailor, 

: A tinker. and a taylar, © 
Had once a doubtful rife, Sir, 
To make a. maid a wife, Sir, 

Whoſe name was Buxom Joan. 
For now. the time was ended, 


When ſhe no more intended, 7 
4 


dr 
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To lick ber db men, Sir, 
And gnaw the ſheets in vain, *. 
And lye 0 3 


7 II. N . 


The ſoldier fewore like thunder, 
He love her more than plunder ; 
And ſhew'd her many a ſear, * 
That be had brought from far, Sir 
With fighting p 7 her ſake. 4 
The tailor thought to pleaſe ber, 
With off ring 4 a his meaſure. 
The tinker tov with mettle, 
Said he could mend ber kettle, 
And flop up chi leak. 


III. | 
But white theſe three were prating, , 
The ſailor flily waiting, | 
Thought, if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sr, 


He then might play bis part 
22 22 a 


erheads they went, Sir, 
. . 
7 ſhot 'twwixt wind and water, 
That vun thir fair main heart. 


Ben. If ſome of our crew that came to ſee me, are 
not gone; you ſhall ſee that we ſailors can dance ſome- 
times, as well as other folks. [billes J I warrant that 


brings 'em, an they be within hearing. 


1 Enter SEAMEN. 
Oh here they be—And fiddles along with em; . 


my Lads, let's have a round, and I'll make one: 


[Danee, 


Ben. We're merry folks, we ſailors, we han't much 


to care for. Thus we live at fea; * and 


drink 
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drink flip ; put on a clean ſhirt once a quarter 

Come home, and lie with our landladies once a-year, 

33 of a little money; and then put off with the next 
ir wind. How d'ye like us? 

5 Mrs. Frail. O' you are the happieſt, merrieſt men 

We. ; ' 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
entertainment. I believe tis late. 

Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think fo, you had beſt 
go to bed. For my part, I mean to toſs a cann, and 
remember my ſweet-heart, a fore I turn in; may-hap 
I may dream of her. - 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to bed 
and dream too. 

Scan. Why faith, I have a gaod lively imagination ; 
and can dream as much to the purpoſe as another, if 
I ſet about it: but dreaming is the poor retreat of a 
lazy, hopeleſs, and imperfect lover; tis the laſt glimpſe 
of love to worn-out ſinners, and the faint dawning of 
a bleſs to wiſhing girls, and growing boys. 


There's nought but willing, waking love, that can 

Make bleſt the ripen'd maid and fini/h'd man. 

ACT NW. 8 CEN I. 
Var ExTIxZ's Lodging. 


| SCANDAL and ISR EY. 


San. XK JE LL, is your maſter ready; does he | 


Y Y look madly, and talk madly? 

* Jer, Yes Sir; Fox need make no great doubt of 
that; he that was ſo near turning poet yeſterday morn- 
"_ can't be much to ſeek in playing the madman 
to-day. | 
Scan. Would he have Frgelica acquainted with. the 

reaſon of his deſign ? _ 7 
F ers 
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Jer. No, Sir, not yet He has a mind to try, 
whether his playing the madman, won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 

Scan. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid; 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Jer. Like enough, Sir, for I told her maid this 
morning, my maſter was run ſtark mad only for love 


of her miſtreſs ; I hear a coach ſtop ; if it ſhould be 


ſhe, Sir, I believe he would not ſee her, till he hears 
how ſhe takes it. | 
Scan, Well, I'll try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


SCENE IL. 


| [To them] ANGELICA with JENNY. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſappoſe you don't think it a no- 
velty to ſee à woman viſit a man at his own lodgings 
in a morning ? Sie 
Scan. Not upon a kind occaſion, Madam. But 
when a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd 
lover, and make manifeſt the cruel triumphs of her 
beauty ; the barbarity of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 
Fig. I don't like rallery from a ſerious face 
Pray tell me what is the matter? 
Fer, No ſtrange matter, Madam ; my Maſter's mad. 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo 
a great while. | 
Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? . 
Jer. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his 
wits, juſt as he was poor for watit of money ; his head 
is een as light as his pockets; and any body that has 
| a mind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg 
him for his eſtate. 
Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at wit 
is very unſeaſonable—— Wa | 
Scan, She's concern'd and loves him. [Ad. 
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Ang. Mr. Sandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
much inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a man 
I muſt own myſelf oblig'd to——pray tell me truth. 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh tellin a lye would 
mend the matter, But this is no new effect of an un- 
ſucceſsful paſſion. | | 

Ang. [Afide.) I know not what to think——Yet 1 
ſhou' be vext to have a trick put upon me May! 
not ſee him ? 4 | 

Scan. I'm afraid the phyſician ĩs not willing you ſhou'd 
Tee him yet. Jeremy, go in and enquire, 


* 


SCENE III. 


 _ - ScaxDaL, ANGELICA, JENNY. 

Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and imile—l fanſy tis a 
trick—T'll try———I would diſguiſe to all the world a 
failing which I muſt own to you———l fear my happi- 
neſs — upon the recovery of Valentine. There- 
Fore I conjure you, as you are his friend, and as you 
Have compaſſion upon one fearful of affliction, to tell me 
hat I am to hope for I cannot ſpeak—But you 
may tell me, for you know what I would ak ? 

an. So, this is pretty plain——Be not too much 
concern d, Madam ; I hope his condition is not deſpe- 


rate: an acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, 


may work a cure; as the fear of your averſion occa- 
Bon d his diſtemper. 

7 [ Ade.) Say you ſo ; nay then I'm convinc'd : 
and it I don't play trick for trick, may I never taſte 
the pleaſure of revenge——Acknowledgment of love! 
4 find you — 2 my compaſſion, and think me 
guilty of a weakneſs I'm a ſtranger to. But I have too 
much fincerity to deceive you, and too much charity to 
ſuffer him to bedeluded with vain hopes. Good-nature 
and humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him ; but 


to love is neither in my power nor inclination ; 2 
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if he can't be cur'd without I ſuck the poiſon from his 
wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his ſenſes till I 
loſe mine. | 

Scan. Hey, brave woman, I faith Won't you ſee 
him then, if he deſire it? 

Ang. What ſignify a madman's deſires? beſides, 
'twould make me uneaſy—If I don't ſee him, perhaps 
my concern for hitn may leſſen If I forget him, 
'tis no more than he has done by himſelf, and now 
the ſurpriſe is over, methinks I am.not half ſo ſorry as 
] was 
Scan. So, faith good nature works apace ; you were: 
confeſſing juſt now an obligation to his love. 

Arg. But I have conſider d that paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary; if he loves, he can't help it 3 
and if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he 
can help his being a man, or I my being a woman ; or 
no more than I can help my want of inclination to ſtay; 
longer here——Come, Jenny. | 


SCENE IV. 
SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


Sas. Humbh ! 
this ſame womankind. 
Jer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 


| Scan, Gone ! why ſhe was neyer here, nor any where: 


elſe ; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you nei» 

ther. | 

Jer. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any” 
more of us to be mad? why, Sir, my maſter longs to 


ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the. 


joyful news of her being here. 
Scan. We are all under a miſtake—Aſk no queſtions, 


for I can't reſolve you; but Fll inform your maſter. In 


the mean time, if our project ſucceed no better with his 
father, than it does with his miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his exaltation of madneſs into the road of common 
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76 LOVE rox LOVE: 
ſenſe, and be content only to be made a fool with other 
reaſonable people. I hear Sir Samp/en, You know 
your cue; I'll to your maſter. 


SCENE V. 


Jekzur, Sir Saurson LEGEND, with @ 
: | Lawyer. | 
Sir Samp. D'ye ſee Mr. Buckram, here's the paper 
fgn'd with his own hand. 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the conveyance is ready 
drawn in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 


his ſham-fickneſs ſhan't excuſe him——0O, here's his 
ſcoundrel, firrah, where's your maſter ? 
er. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 
ir Samp. Gone! what, he is not dead? 
Jer. No, Sir, not dead. 
Sir 
ha! has he trick d me? ſpeak, varlet. 
Fer. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were 
but as ſound poor gentleman, He 1s indeed here, Sir, 
and not here, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Hey day, raſcal, do you banter me? fir- 
rah, d'ye banter me,—Speak, firrah, where is he, for 
I will find him. 

er. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt him- 
ſelf. Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my heart about 
him II can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir: 
I'm as melancholy for him as a paſſing-bell, Sir; or a 
borſe in a pond, Fr: | 
Sir Sap. A pox confound your fimilitudes, Sir 
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e matter is with him, or I'll crack your fool's ſkull. 
= Fer. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter with 
dim, Sir; his full's crack'd, poor gentleman ; he's 


Sir Samp. Ready, body o'me, he muſt be ready: 


Samp. What, is he gone out of town, run away, 


k to be underſtood, and tell me in plain terms what 


Sir 


— 
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Sir Samp. Mad ! 3 
Buck, What, is he non compos ? 
Jer. Quite non a Sir. 
Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Samp/on, if he 
be non compos mentis, his act and deed will be of no 
effect, it is not good in law. OM 
Sir Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, 
dir Mad, I'll make him find his ſenſes. 
Fer. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; I'll knock at the 
door, [Goes to the ſcene which opens. 


SCENE VI. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 
and Lawyer; VALENTINE "upon @ couch diſorderly 


| areſe'd. 
Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do ? 
Val. Ha! Who's that? [ Starting. 


Scan. For heav'ns ſoftly, Sir, and gently; dont 
provoke him. 

Val. Anſwer me; who is that? and that? | 

Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me ? is he 
miſchievous ? I'll ſpeak gently Val, Val, doſt thou 
not know me, boy ? not know thy own father, Fa? 
am thy own father, and this is honeſt Brig: Buckram þ. 
the lawyer. 

Val. It may be ſo——TI did not know you——the 
world is full There are people that we do know, 
and people that we don't know ; and yet the ſun ſhines 
upon all alike——There are fathers that have many 
children; and there are children that have many fa- 
thers— tis ſtrange ? But I am truth, and come to give. 
the world the lye. . 2 

Sir Samp. Body o'me I know not what to ſay to him. 

Val. Why does that lawyer wear black Does he 
carry his conſcience withoutſide Lawyer, what | 
art thou ? doſt thou know me ? BY 2 
Buckr, O Lord, what muſt I ſay es, 5 2 
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Fal. Thou lyeſt, for I am truth. Tis hard I can- 
not get a livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn 
out of W:/iminfier- Hall the firſt day of every term—Let 
me ſee No matter how long—— But I'll tell you 
one thing; it's a queſtion that would puzzle an arith- 
metician, if you ſhould aſk him, whether the bible ſaves 
more ſouls in F:/minfter- Abbey, or damns more in . 
minſier-Hal!: For my part, I am truth, and can't tell; 
J have very few acquaintance. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, he talks ſenſibly in his mad- 
neſs Has he no intervals ? 

Fer. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Backry. Sir, I can do you no ſervice while he's in this 
condition: here's your paper, Sir—He may do me a 
miſchief if | tay—— The conveyance is ready, Sir, If 
he recover his ſenſes. 


SCENE Vn. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 
Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. | 
$:an. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for 
him if there be occaſion ; for F fan his preſence pro- 
vokes him more. | 

Val. Is the lawyer gone? 'tis well, then we may 
drink about without going together by the ears—heigh 

— ! what a clock ist? my father here! your bleſſing, 

? 
Sir S2mp. He recovers —— bleſs thee, Val. How 
doſt thou do, boy ? : 
Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well I have been 2 
little out of order; won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

bw Samp. Ay, boy, Come, thou ſhalt fit down 

me. | 
Val. Sir, tis my duty to wait. 
Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, ho- 
neſt Val: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe— 

Oh, pretty well now, Val: body o'me, I was * 
e 


Are 


F. 


. 


thou can'ſt write thy name, /a? Jeremy, ſtep and 


boc tet.] There Val: it's ſafe enough, boy 
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ſee thee indiſpoſed : But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt 


Val. 
Val. I thank you, Sir. 1 
Scan. Miracle ! the monſter grows loving. [ Afide. 
Sir Samp. Let me feel thy hand again, Val: it does 
not ſhake I believe thou canſt write, Ya/; ha, boy ? 


overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with 
conveyance—quick——quick. -[ Is evbifper to Jeremy. 


SCEN E VIII. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

Scan. That ever I ſhou'd expect ſuch a heathen of any 
remorſe ! 7 | [ Hide. 

Sir Samp. Doſt thou know this paper, Ya/? I know 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform articles. 

[ Shews him the paper, but holds it out of bis reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no, 

Sir S - See it, boy ? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſt ſee it 
ts thy own hand, Faiy, Why, let me ſee, I can 
read it as plain as can be: Jook you here [Reads.) The 
condition of this ebligation—Look you, as plain as can 
be, ſo it begins—And then at the bottom — mi 
” hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in g 
letters. Why, tis as plain as the naſe in one's face: 
What, are my eyes better than thine ? I believe I can 


Stretches bis arm as far as he can. 


Pal. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 
Sir Samp, Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou Ay, with 


all my heart—What matter is it who holds it? what 


need any body hold it? I'll put it up in my pocket, 
Val, and then no body need hold it [ Puts the paper in bus 
But thou 
ſhal't have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy hand to another 
paper little Pal. 8 
SCENE 
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SCENE IK 


[To them] IAK Zur with Bucxran, 
Val. What, is my bad genius here again! Oh no, 'ti 
the lawyer with an itching palm ; and he's come to be 


ſcratch d —My nails are not long enough Let 


me have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly, and 
you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the devil by 


the noſe. 
Buckr. O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture my 
ſelf with a madman. | 
S 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 

Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo faſt, honeſty 
will not overtake you——Ha, ha, ha, the rogue found 
me out to be in a forma pauperi: preſently. 

Sir Samp. Oons! what a vexation is here ! I know 
not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way ?—1 am truth, 
and can ſet him right—Harkee, friend, the ſtraight road 
is the worſt way you can go He that follows his 
noſe always, will very often be led into a ſtink. Proba- 
tum eff, But what are you for, religion or politics? 
there's a couple of topics for you, no more like one 
another than oil and vinegar ; and yet thoſe two beaten 
together by a ſtate-cook, make ſauce for the whole 


Sir Samp. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget 


ſons ? why did I ever marry ? 


Val. Becauſe thou wert a monſter ; old boy? the two 
greateſt monſters in the world, are a man and a woman 
what's thy Opinion ? | 

Sir Samp. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two mon- 


ters 


1 
ie) 


| LOVE rox LOVE. 8s 
ers join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a man 


and his wife. | | 
Val. A ha! old true-penny, ſay'ſt thou ſo: thou haſt 
nick'd it- But it's wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. 
Jer. What is, Sir ? | 
Val. That gray hairs ſhon'd cover a green head 
and I make a fool of my father. What's here] Erra 
Pater: or a barded fibyl? if prophecy comes, truth 
muſt give place. 5 82 


SCENE Ki. 


Sir Saurson, ScanDal, ForeEsIGHT, Mrs. 

 ForxtesicuT, Mrs. Frait. | 

Fore. What ſays he ? What, did he propheſy ? Ha, 
Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? 

Sir Samp. Are we ? A pox o' your prognoſtication— 
Why, we are fools as we uſe to be Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſee, that the moon wou'd predominate, 
and my fon be mad Where's your oppoſitions, 
your trines, and your quadrates What did your 
Cardan and your Ptolomy tell you? Your Meſabalab and 
your Longomontanus, your harmony of chiromancy with 
aſtrology. Ah ! pox on't, that I that know the world, 
and men and manners, that don't believe a ſyllable in 
the ſky and ſtars, and ſun and almanacks, and traſh, 
ſhould be directed by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, and 
defer buſineſs in expeQation of a lucky hour. When, 
body o'me, there never was a lucky hour after the firſt 


opportunity. | 


SCENE XII. 


SCANDAL, ForesicuT, Mrs. ForEsiGHT, 

Mrs. FRAIL. | 

Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, heav'n help your head 

this is none of your lucky hour; emo omnibus horis 

Japit. What, is he gone, and in contempt of ſcience. 
Ill ſtars and unconvertible W AT attend _ 

| an. 
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Scan. You mult excuſe his paſion; Mr. Fore/ight 
for he has been heartily vex'd—— His ſon is ax com- 
Pes mentis, and thereby incapable of making any con- 


e in law; fo that all his meaſures are diſappoint. 
a 


Fire. Ha! ſay you ſo. 

Mrs. Fra:!, What, has my ſea-lover loſt his anchor 
of hope then ? [ Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh ſiſter, what will you do with#him ? 
Mrs. Frai/. Do with him, ſend him to ſea again in 
the next foul weather He's us'd to an unconſtant 


* element, and won't be ſurpris'd to fee the tide turn d. 
0 . Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this ? 
== | x | [Confaders, 
* Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething 
= elſe, that he did not foreſee, and more particularly re- 
5 lating to his own fortune. [ {fade to Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. What do you mean, I don't underſtand 
- Scan. Huſh, ſoftly the pleaſures of laſt night, my 
dear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 

Mrs. Fore. Laſt night! and what wou d your impu- 
dence infer from laſt night? laſt night was like the 
night before, I think. , 
Scan. 'S'death, do you make no difference between 


me and your huſband ? 
= Mrs: Fore. Not much, he's ſuperſtitious; and 
you are mad in my opinion. | 
Scan. You make me mad——you are not ſerious— 
Pray recolle& yourſelf. | 
Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent,—and would have come to 
bed to me. 8 
Scan. And did not? 
Mrs. Fore. Did not! With what face can you ak 
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Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ d. 
I have been told, ſhe had that admirable quality of 
Forgetting to a man's face in the morning, that ſhe > 
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lain with him all night, ans denying that ſhe had 
done favours with more impudence, than ſhe cou'd 
grant 'em— Madam, I'm your humble fervant, and 
honour you. You look pretty well, Mr. W 
Hou did you reſt laſt night ? 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with 
broken dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember 
little. 

Sean. "Twas a very forgetting night —But would 
you nor talk with Fa/ertine, perhaps you may underſtand 
him; I'm apt to believe, there is ſamething myſterious 
in his diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him in- 

ir'd than mad. 

Fore. Vou ſpeak with ſingular good jadpment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly, am mclining to your Tur##/ opi- 
nion in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the 
rulgar think mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs. Frai/. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; Pl! ſind 
out my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come 
to you, O my Ons here he comes. | 


8 CE N E XIII. 


Met. Pratt, BEN. 

Ben. Al mad I think Fleſh, 1 believe all the 
calentures of the ſea are come aſhore for my part. 

Mrs. Frail. Mr Benjamin in choler ! 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now T have 
found you—— Meſs, I have had fuch a hurricane upon 
your account yonder. 

Mrs. Frail, My account, pray what's the matter ? 


Ben. Why, father came and found me ſquabbling | 


with yon chitzy-fac'd thing. as he would have me mar- | j - 


ry, 


as ſurlily, What tho'f he be my father, I an't bound 


fo he aſk'd what was the matter. He aſk 
in a ſurly ſort of a way ——IIt ſeems Brother Fa! 1s 
gone mad; and fo that put'n into a paſſion ; but what 
did I know that, what's that to me; So he aſk'd 1 
in a ſurly ſort of manner, —— and Gad I anſwer d en 


Prentice 
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prentice to 'en:—ſo faith L told'n in plain terms, 
if I were minded to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe 
myſelf, not him: and for the young woman that he 
2 ſor me, I thought it more fitting for her to 
earn her ſample, and —_ dirt-pies, than to look af. 
ter a huſband ; for my part, I was none of her man,— 
1 * another voyage to make, let him take it as he 
wall. + 
Mrs. Frail. So then, you intend to go to ſea again? 
Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you, —— but I 
wou'd not tell him ſo much So he ſaid he'd make 
my heart ake; and. if fo be that he cou'd get a woman 
to his mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays I, an you 
lay the fool and marry at theſe years, there's more 
| of your head's aking than my heart —He was 
woundy angry when I gav'n that wipe. —He hadn't a 
word to ſay, and fol left'n and the green gil toge- 
ther; may-hap the bee may bite, and he'll marry her 
himſelf, with all my heart. 5 


Mrs. Frail. And were you this undutiful and grace- 
leſs wretch to your father? 

Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt, If I am un- 
dutifol and graceleſs, why did he beget meſo? I did 
not get myſelf, 

rs. Frail. O impiety ! How have I been miſtaken! 
What an inhuman mercileſs creature have I ſet my 
heart upon? O I am happy to have diſcover'd the 
ſhelves and quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs 
ſmiling face. | | 

Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now? Why, you 
ben't angry, be you? | 

Mrs. Frail. O fee me no more, 
born amon 


for thou wert 
gft rocks, ſuckled by whales, cradled in a 


enpect, and whiſtled to by winds ; and thou art come 
RS forth with fins and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a 
W moſt outrageous fiſh of prey. 


Ben. O Lord, O Lord; ſhe's mad, poor young wo- 


| man, love bas turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite over- 
= fect. Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights? 


Mrs, 


*. 


LOVE voa LOVE. 85. 


Mrs. Frail. No, no, I am not mad, monſter, I am 
wiſe enough to find you out. Hadſt thou the impu- 
dence to aſpire at being a huſband with that ſtubborn 
and diſobedient temper ?—You that know not how to 
ſubmit to a father, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of 
duty to undergo: a wife? I ſhould have been finely 
fobb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. 3 | 

Ben, Harkee forſooth ; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye ſee; for ought as I perceive I'm like to 
be finely fobb'd,—if 1 have got anger here upon your 
account, and you are tack*d about already. What d'ye 
| mean after all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking my 
cheeks, and kifling and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer 
| off ſo? wou'd you, and leave me aground ? FE 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which 
way you will. 1 

en. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Mrs. Frail. Only the wind's chang d. <FÞA, 

Ben. More ſhame for you,—the wind's chang d? 
It's an ill wind blows no body good, —may-hap I have 
a good riddance on you, if hep be your tricks — what 
did you mean all this while, to make a fool of me? 

Mrs. Frail. Any fool but a huſband. = 

Jen. Huſband! gad I wou'd not be your huſband, 
if you wou'd have me; now I know your mind, tho'f 
you had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f I 
lov'd you never ſo well. 

Mrs. Frail. Why, dan'ſt thou love, porpruſſe ? © 

Ben. No matter what [ can do; don't call names, 
don't love you ſo well, as to bear that, whatever I did, 
'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, miſtreſs :——Let 
them marry you, as don't know you: Gad I know” 
you too well, by ſad experience; believe he that mar- 
nes you will go to ſea in a hen-peck'd frigat——1I 
believe that young woman—and may-hap may come 
o an anchor at Cuckolds-point ; ſo there's a daſh for you, 
tke it as you will, may-hap you may holla after me 
hen I won't come too. 1 

rs, 
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Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't,—My true 
love is gone 1 fea—— | [ Sings, 


SCENE XIV, 


Mrs. Fx ail, Mrs. Fon sir. 

Mrs. Frail. O fitter, had you come a minute ſooner, 

= would have ſeen the reſolution of a lover, 

neſt Tarr and I are parted—and with the ſame in- 

difference that we met; — O' my life I am half vex'd 
at the inſenſibility of a brute that I deſpis'd. 

Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs. Frail. Moſt tyrannically,—-for you fee he has 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forfaken maid am 
left complaining on the ſhore. But I'll tell you a hint 

that he has given me; Sir Samp/on is enraged, and talk; 
deſperately of commiting matrimany himſelf. —If he 
has a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more 
eſfectually than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old fox, he's too cunning, 
beſides he hates both you and me—But I have a pro- 
ject in my head for you, and I have gone a good way 
towards it. I have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy, cc 
Falentine s man, to ſell his malter to us. 

Mrs. Frai/. Sell him, how? 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Feremy ſays will take any body for her that 
he impoſes on him.— Now 1 have promiſed him moun- 
tains; if in one of his mad tts he will bring you to him 
in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put to 
bed together; and after conſummation, girl, there's 0 
revocking. And if de ſhould recover his ſenſes, he'll 

be glad at leaſt to make you a good fettlememt—Here 
they come, ſtand afide a little, and tell me how you 
like the deſign. 


2 2.88 8 -s.-+ 
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SCENE XV. 


NM... Foxss1cuT, Mrs. Frail, VALENTINE, 
SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, and JEREMY. | 
Scan. And have you given your matter a hint of their 
plot upon him ? | [Je Jeremy. 
Jer. Yes, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and miltake 
her for Angelica. 


5 Scan. It may make us ſpart. 
d Fare. Mercy on us! 
Hal. Huſht Interrupt me not Il whiſper predic- 
tion to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſy; - I am truth, and 
38 can teach thy tongue a new trick. I have told 
m thee what's paſt, Now I'll tell what's to come-;—Doſt 
nt thou know what will happen to-morrow ?—Anſwer 
T me not—for I will tell thee. To-morrow, knaves will 
he thrive thro” craft, and fools thro fortune, and honeſty 
re will go as it did, froſt-nipt in a ſummer ſuit. Ak me 
Fa queſtions concerning to-morrow ? 
g. Scan. Aſk him, Nr. Foreſight. 
o- Fore. Pray what will be done at court ? 
ay Val. Scandal will tell you; I am truth, I never 


, come there. 
Fore. In the city? = | | 
Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, at 
me the uſual hours. Yet you will ſee fuch zealous faces be- 
hat hind counters, as if religion were to be fold in every 
un⸗ ſhop. Oh things will go methodically in the city, the 
jim clocks will ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd herd 


t to buz in the exchange at two. Wives and huſbands will 
no drive diſtinct trades, and care and pleaſure ſeparately 
el occupy the family. Coffee-houſes will be full of ſmoke 
lere and ſtratagem. And the cropt prentice, that ſweeps 


you his maſter's ſhop in the morning, may ten to one dirty 
his ſheets before night. But there are two things that 
you will ſee very ſtrange; which are wanton wives, 
with cheir legs at liberty, and tame . v1 
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chains about their necks. But bold, I muſt examine 
you before I go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are 
you a huſband ? 

Fore. I am married. 

Val. Poor creature! is your wife of Covent Garden - 
pariſh ! | 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the fields. 

Fal. Alas; poor man; his eyes are ſunk, and his 
Hands ſhrivell'd : his legs dwind1'd, and his back bow'd, 
pray, pray, for a metamorphoſis—Change thy ſhape, 
and ſhake off age; get thee Medea's kettle, and be 
boii'd anew ; come forth with lab'ring callous hands, a 
chine of ſteel, and 4:/as* ſhoulders. Let Taliacotiu: 
trim the calves of twenty chairmen, and make thee pe- 
deſtals to ſtand ere& upon, and look matrimony in the 
face. Ha, ha, ha! that a man ſhou'd have a ſtomach 
to a wedding ſupper, when the pigeons ought rather to 
be laid to his feet, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore.” His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a tring-tide. 

Fere. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe matters 
rx. Scandal, | ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
about theſe things which he has utter'd, —His ſayings 
are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eyes 
ſo long ? 
er. She's here, Sir. 
rs. Fore. Now, ſiſter. | 

Mrs. Frail. O Lord, what mult I ſay ? 

Scan.” Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Fal. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her ſhe comes, like 
Tiches, health and liberty at once, to a deſpairing, 
ſtarving, and abandon'd wretch. 

Oh welcome, welcome. | | 

Mrs. Frail. How d'ye Sir? can I ſerve you? 

Val. Harkee ;—I have a ſecret to tell you 
Endymion and the moon ſhall meet us upon mount Lat- 
mos, and we'll be married in the dead of night—But 
fay not a word. Hymen ſhall put his torch into a dark 

| lanthorn, 
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lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her 
peacock poppy - water, that he may fold his ogling tail, 
and Argus hundred eyes be ſhut, ha? no body ſhall 
know, but Jeremy. . 1 
Mrs. Frail, No, no, we'll keep it ſecret ; it ſhall be 
done preſently. ., "1 _— 
Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither— 
cloſer that none may over- hear us; Jeremy, I can 


| tell yon news; Angelica is turn d nun; and I am turning 


friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the 
Pope—Get me a coul and beads, that I may P 
part, — for ſhe'll meet me two hours hence in blac 

and white, and a long veil to cover the project, and we 
won't ſee one another's faces, till we have done ſome- 


thing to be aſham'dof; and then we'll bluſh once for all. 


SCENE XVI. 


[To them] TATTLE and ANGELICA: 
III take care, and : 

Val. Whiſper. | : 

Ang, Nay, Mr. Tatth, if you make love to me, you 
ſpoil my deſign, for I intend to make you my confident. 
Tait. But, Madam, to throw away your perſon, ſuch 
a perſon! and ſuch a fortune on a madman! 
 Fing. I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any body ſo. 35 1 

Sean. How's this ! Tattle making love to Angelica 7 

Tatt. Tell, Madam! alas, you don't know me 
I have much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I 
have been in love with you—but encourag'd by the 
impoſſibility of Valentine's making any more addreſſes 
to you, I have ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt paſ- 
ſion of my heart, Oh, Madam, look upon us both. 
There you ſee the ruins of a poor decay d creature 
Here a compleat and ts figure, with youth and 
health, and all his five ſenſes in perfection, Madam, 

and to all this, the moſt paſſionate lover=—— — 
M Ang. 
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5 . Ofy for ſhame, hold your tongue, a Paſſionate 
E lover, and five ſenſes in perfection! When you are as 
E mad as Valentine, III believe you love me, and the 
- maddeſt ſhall take me. a 
YF Val. Tt is enough. Ha! Who's here? | 
= Mrs. Frail. O Lord, her coming will fpoit all. 
3 i FO [To Jeremy, 
1 © Fer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he 
: Niou'd, I can'perſuade him. | gag 
A Hal. S:andal, Who are theſe ? Foreigners ? If they 
= are, I'll tell you what I think =—get away all the 
7 company but Angelica, that I may diſcover my deſig- 
_ to her. | Iser. 


Scan. I will——T have diſcover'd ſomething of 
"Fattle, that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He court; 
Angelica; if we cou'd contrive to couple em together 
Hark'ee | [WF hiſper. 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, couſin, he knows 
no body. | 3 | 
Fiore. But he knows more than any body, Oh, 


niece, he knows things paſt and to come, and all the 
profound ſecrets of time, 2 
Tatt. Look you, Mr. Foreſight, it is not my way to 
make many words of matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay 
'much, But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a 
hundred pound now, that I know more ſecrets than he. 
Fiete. How! I cannot read that knowledge in your 
face, Mr. Tart l. Pray, what do you know ? 
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In my face? No, Sir, tis written in my heart; and 
ſafer there, Sir, than letters writ in juice of limon, for 
no fire can fetch it out. I am no blab, Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jerem with it, he may eaſily bring it 
About. They are welcome, and Til tell em ſo my- 
Jelf. [To Scandal.] What, do you look ſtrange upon 
me: Then I muſt be plain. [Coming up to them.] I 
am truth, and hate an old acquaintance with a new 
. | [Scandal goes aſidt with Jeremy. 


Val. 


ail. Do you know me, Valentins 


Da. Why, d'ye think T'll tell you, Sir! Read it 


Nate 
e as 
the 


Val. You? Who are you ? No, I hon not. 
Tait. I am Jack Tatth, your friend. 
Val. My friend, what todo? I am no marned man; 


and thou canſt not lie with my wife: I am very poor, 


and thou canſt not Forrow, money of me: then what | 


employment haye I for a friend? 

74¹t. Hah! a good open ſpeaker, and not to be 
* with a ſecret, 

Do you know me, Valentine, 

> Oh very well. 

FA Who am I? | | 

' You're a woman,—one to whom heav'n gave 

a when it grafted, roſes on a, briar, You, are the 
reflexion of heav'n in a pond, and he that leaps at you 
is ſunk, You are all white, a ſheet of, Joycly ſpotleſs 
paper, "when you firſt are born; but 790 are to 
ſcrawl'd and blotted by every gooſe's quill. I know 
vou; for 1 lov'd a woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that 
found out a ſtrange thing: 
man was good for. 

Tat. Ay, prithee, what's chat! 3 

Val. Why, to keep a ſecret. 

Tatt. O Lord! 

Val. © exceeding. gage, to 2 2 ſecret: for cho 
he ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be beliey d. 


T att. Hah i good again, faith. 
1 . ave muſic fing mh the ſong ca | 
8 0 N G. 
Set as Mr. Finger. 4 
5 


Tell ther, Charmion, could I time retrieve, | 
And could again begin to lowe and Ive, r + 
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1 ee, my eyes would lead my biart to you, 
Au 1 fhould all my vows and oaths renew, 
Bat to be plain, I never would be true. 


N 
Fer by our weak and weary truth, I find, 
Lowe hates to center in @ point afſion'd ; 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind. 
Den never let us chain what ſhou'd be free, 
But for relief of either ſex agree : 
Since women love to change, and ſo ds we. 
No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks mufing. 
Fer. I'll do't, Sir. [To Scandal. 


Scan. Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him; He 


may grow outrageous, and do miſchief. | 
Fore. I will be directed by you. 
Fer. [To Mi.. Frail.] You'll meet, Madam 
I'll take care every thing ſhall be ready. 


Mrs. Frai/. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, in ſhort, ! 
will deny thee nothing. | 


Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica. 

Ang No, I'll lay with him Mr. Scandal will 
protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle deſires you would give 
him leave to wait on you. | | 

Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has 
faid that —— Madam, will yon do me the honour ? 

Mrs, Fore. Mr. Taith might have us d lefs ceremony. 


SCENE XVI. 


AncELica, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
Scan. Jeremy, follow T attle. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my maid comes, 
and becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tate. 
Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a 


| Hetter reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tatele ; for his 


Unpertinence ſorc d you to acknowledge a kindneſs for 
| | V alien int, 
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Valentine, which you deny'd to all his fufferings and my 
ſolicitations. So I'll leave him to make uſe of the 
diſcovery ; and your Ladyſhip to- the free Confeſſion of 
your inclinations. i | | 

Ang. Oh heav'ns ! You wont leave me alone with a 
madman ? | 

Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a madman to his 
remedy. by | | 


SCENE XVIII. 


__ANGELICA,. VALENTINE. 

Val. Madam, you need not be much. afraid, for 
fancy I begin to come to myſelf. _ ant] 
ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be bang'd: | A/ide. 
Val. You ſee what diſguiſes love makes us put on; 
Gods have been in counterſeited ſhapes for the ſame 
reaſon ; and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn 
this maſk of madneſs, and this motly livery, only as 


the ſlave of love, and menial creature of your beauty. 


Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine. 

Val. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another. 
Hypocriſy apart——The comedy draws towards an 
end, and let us think of leaving acting, and be our- 
ſelves ; and fince you have lov'd me, you muſt own, E 
have at length deſerv'd you ſhou'd confels it. 

Ang. [Sighs.} I would 1 had lov'd you—for heaven 
knows I pity. you; and could 1 have foreſeen the bad 
effects, I would bave ftriven ; but that's too late. 2 * 

Val. What fad effects )— What's too late ? | 
ſeeming madneſs has deceiv'd my father, and procur'd 


me time to think of means to reconcile me to bim; 


and preſerve the right of my inheritance to his eſtate z 
which otherwiſe by articles, I muſt this morning have 
reſign'd: and this I had inform'd you of to day, 
but you were'gone, before 1 knew you had been here. 
Ang. How ! I thought your love of me had caus'd 
this tranſport in your foul ;. which, it ſeems, you only 
| counterfeited z 
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counterſeited ;- for by mercenary ends and ſordid 
intereſt | | 
Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any inter. 
eſt was conſider d, it was yours; ſince I thought I 
wanted more than love, to make me worthy. of you, 
Ang. Then you thought me mercenary But how 


am I deluded, by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with 


a madman ? 


Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer, 


SCENE IX 


[To them] JEREMY. THT 

Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable creature—ſure he will 
not have the impudence to perſevere Come, Feremy, 
acknowledge your trick, and confeſs your maſter's mad- 
nefs counterfeit. f 

Jer. Counterfeit, Madam ! I'll maintain him to be 
as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeholder 
in Bethlehem: Nay, he's as mad as any projector, fa- 
natic, chymiſt, lover, or poet in Europe. 

Fel. Sirrah, you lye ; I am not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 

Jer. © Lord, Madam, did you ever know any mad- 
man mad enough to own it? p 

Val. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 

Ang: Why, he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Jer. Yes Madam, he has intervals: but you fee he 

ins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why, you thick-ſkull'd raſcal, I tell you the 
farce is done, and I will be mad no longer. [ Beats bim. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy ? 

Jer. Partly I think for he does not know his 
own mind two hours I'm fare I left him juſt now 
in the humour to be mad: and I think I bave not 
found him very quiet at this preſent, Who's there! 

| [One kngchs. 
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Val. Go ſee, you fot, I'm very glad that I can move 
your mirth, tho' not your ceompaſſion. 

Ang. 1 did not think you had apprehenſion enough 
to be exceptious: but madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, 


by over. pretending to a ſound underſtanding; as 


drunken men do by over- acting ſobriety ; Twas Half in- 
clining to believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon 
your tender part: but now you have reſtor'd me to my 
former opinion and compaſlion. | 

Jer. Sir, your father has ſent to know if you are 4- 
ny better yet Will you pleaſe. to be mad, Sir, 
or how ? 2380 


Val. Stupidity!  you-khow! the penalty of all Em 


worth muſt pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes ; En 
mad, and will be mad to every body bat this Lady. 
Jer. So- juſt the very backſide of truth. _— But 


lying is a figure of ſpeech, that interlards the | = rm 


part of my converfation——Madam, your Ladyſhip's 


- woman, 


 *VarenTixe, ANGELICA, JENNY." | 
Ang. Well, have you been there? Come hither 
Jen. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 

preſently. Aide to Angelica, 
Val. Vou are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? 
Ang. Wou'd any thing, but a madman complain of 


uncertainty? uncertainty and expectation are the joys 


of life: ſecurity is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking 
and poſſefling of a wiſh, diſcovers the folly of the 
chace. Never let us know one another better: for the 
pleaſure of a maſquerade is done, when we come to 
ſhew our faces; but I'll tell you two things before I 
leave you; I am not the fool you take ure for; and 


you are mad, and don't know it. 0 
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SCENE XXI. 


VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


"Fab From a riddle you can expect nothing but a 
riddle. There's my inſtruction, and the mor 


of my 
leſſon. 
Jer. What is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you 


underſtood one another before ſhe went? 


Val. Underſtood! ſhe is harder to be underſtood than 
a piece of Zzyptian antiquity, or an Ii manuſcript; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve 
your knowledge. 3 

Jer. L have heard em ſay, Sir, they read hard He- 
Srew books backwards; may be you begin to read at 
the wrong end. oi 

Val. They ſay ſo of a witch's prayer ; and dreams 


and Dutch almanacks are to be underſtood by contra- 


ries. But there's regularity and method in that; ſhe is 
a medal without a reverſe or inſcription, for indiffe- 
rence has both ſides alike. * Yet while ſhe does not ſeem 
to hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be 
poſſible, in ſpite of the opinion of my ſatirical friend, 
Scandal, who ſays, | 


That women are like tricks by ſlight of hand, 
Which to admire, wwe Huld not underſiand. 


. 


Room in FokEsToRT's houſe. 


| ANGELICA, and JENNY. 
Ling. HERE is Sir Samp/on? did you not tell 


Jon. 


me, he would be here before me ? 


CC 


tell 
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Jen. He's at the great glaſs in the dining room, 
n ſetting his cravat and wig. 

Ang. How! I'm glad on't— If he has a mind I 
ſhould like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more 
than half my deſign. 

Jen. I hear him, Madam. 
Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if m ſhould 
come, or ſend, 1 am not to be ſpoken with, | 


1 


ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON. 

Sir Samp. I have not been honour'd with the com- 
mands of a fair Lady, a great while—odd, Madam, you 
have reviv'd me Not fince I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, 
Sir Sampſon, that is not long a 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great 
while; to a man r admires a fine woman, as much 
as 1d. 

Ang. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Samp/on. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam : ods-bud you wrong 
me; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only 
a man of words : odd, I have warm blood about me yet, 
and can ſerve a Lady any way Come, come, let me 
tell you, you women think a man old too ſoon, faith 
and troth you do—Come, don't deſpiſe fifty ; odd fifty, 
in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible age. 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible age! not at all, a very 
faſhionable age I think——]1 aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable beaus, that ſet a good face upon fifty. 
Fifty! I have ſeen fifty in a fide box by candle-light, 
out-bloſſom five and twenty. 

Sir Samp. Outſides, outſides; a pize take em, meer 
outfides : hang your fide-box beaus; no, I'm none of 
thoſe, none of your forc'd trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the fall; and bud when they ſhould bring forth fruit: 
Iam of a long- -liv'd race, and inherit vigour ; none of 
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my anceſtors marry'd till fifty, yet they begot ſons and 
daughters, till fourſcore: I am of your patriarchs, I, a 
branch of one of your antedilavian families, fellows, 
that the flood could not waſh away. Well, Madam, 
what are your commands ? has any young rogue af- 
fronted you, and ſhall I cut his throat ? or 

Ang. No, Sir Samp/en, J have no quarrel upon my 
bands I have more occaſion for your conduct than 
your courage at this time. To tell you the truth, I'm 
weary of living ſingle and want a huſband. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wouꝰd like me, then I ſhou'd hamper my young 
rogues : odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd : faith and troth ſhe's 
deviliſh handſome [ Aſde.] Madam you deſerve a good 
huſband, and twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away 
upon any of theſe young idle rogues about the town. 
Odd, there's ne'er a young fellow worth hanging, 
that 1s a very young fellow—Pize on them, they never 
think beforehand” of any-thing ;—And if they commit 
matrimony, 'tis as they commit murder ; out of a fro- 
lic; and ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd 
by the law, the next morning: —Odſo, have a care, 
Madam. . 

Ang. Therefore I aſk your advice, Sir Samp/on : I 
have fortune enough to make-any man eaſy that I can 
like; IF there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable 
man with a reaſonable ſtock of good nature and ſenſe 
_ For I would neither have an aþſolute wit, nor a 

bol. 

Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, 
nor a fool in the eye of the world, is a very hard taſk. 
Bout, faith and troth, you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for I hate 
both a wit and a fool. 

Ang. She that marries a fool, Sir Samp/on, forfeits the 
reputation of her honeſty or underſtanding: and ſhe 
that marries a very witty man is a flave to the ſeverity 
and inſolent conduct of her huſband. I ſhould like 2 


man of wit for a lover, becauſe I wou'd have ſuch 2 
; one 
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ſuch a truth. Odsbud, you have won my heart: I hate 
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one in my power; but I would no more be his wife, 
than his enemy. For his malice is not a more terrible 
— of his averſion, than his jenlouſy i is of his 


Sir Samp. None of old Fore/ight's Sibyls ever utter'd 


a wit; L had a ſon that was ſpoil d among em; a good 
hopeful lad, till he learn'd to be a wit And might 
have riſen in the ſtate— But, a pox on't, his wit run 
him out of his money, and now his ** has run him 
out of his wits. 

Aug. Sir Sampſon, as your friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus'd in that matter ; he's no more mad 
than you are. 

Sir Samp. How, Madam! wou'd J cou'd prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done — But it 
is a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much 
concern'd in your aftairs. 

Sir Sam. Odsbud, 1 believe ſhe likes me. Aas — 
Ah. Madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 
at your fret; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a better 
poſture, that I might make a more becoming offer to 
a Lady, of your incomparable beauty and merit If L 
had Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the 
eaſtern empire under my feet ; it would make me only 
a more glorious victim to be offer'd at the ſhrine of your- 
beauty). : 

ah Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the matter ? 

Sir Samp. Odd, Madam, I love—And if you would 
take my advice in a huſband 

Arg. ” Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. I aſk d your advice 
for ann; and you — me your conſent—I was 
indeed thinking to — like it in jeſt, 
to ſatisfy you about — for if a match were ſeem- 
»ngly carried on between you and me, it would oblige 
him to throw off his diſguiſe of madneſs, in-appreheh- 
fion of loſing me : for you know be has long pretended 
a paſhon for me. 


Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt i ingenious n 1 
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If we were to go through with it. But why muſt the 
match only be ſeemingly carry'd on? Odd, let 
it be a real contract. 

Ang. O fy, Sir Samp/on ; what would the world ſay ? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you were a wiſe wo- 
man, and I a happy man. Odd, Madam, [I'll love you 
= long as I live, and leave you a good jointure when J 

e. 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir 
fon ; for when Valentine confeiles himſelf in his ſenles, 
ry muſt make over his inheritance to his younger bro- 

er. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary baggage 
faith and troth I like you the better But, I warrant 
| You, I have a proviſo i in the obligation in favour of my- | 
| felf—— Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the ſettle- 
ment upon the iflue-male of our two bodies begotten. 
Ods bud let us find children, and I'll find an eſtate. 

Ang. Will you ? well, do you find theeſtate, andleave 
the t'other to me 


Sir Samp. O rogue! but I'll truſt you. And will you 
conſent? is it a match then ? 

Ang. Let me conſult my lawyer concerning this ob- 
ligation ; ; and if 1 find what you propoſe practicable, 
Fil give you my anſwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart ; Come in with me, 
and I'll lend you the bord —You ſhall conſult your law - 
yer, and I'll conſult a parſon. Odzooks I'm a youn 
man: odzooks I'm a young man, and I'll make it ap- 
pear—Odd, you're deviliſh handſome : faith and troth, 
you're very handiom, and I'm very young, and very 
luſty—Odsbud, Huſly, you know how to chooſe, and 
ſo do I ;—Q&4, I think we are very well met; Give 
me your hand, odd, let me kiſs it; tis as warm and 
as foft—as what? odd. as t'other hand Give me 
tother hand, and I'll mumble em, and kiſs em . | 
they melt in my mouth. 

Arg. Hold, Sir Sampſen . You're profuſe of your 
vigour 


very of a great Beauty and fortune into your arms, whom 


ding accent. 


LOVE rox LOVE. 101 


vigour before your time: You'll ſpend your eſtate be- 
fore you come to it. : 1 

Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a rent roll of my 
poſſeſſions— Ah! baggage—T warrant yous for little 
Sampſon : odd, Samp/on's a very good name for an able 
fellow: your Samp/ons were ſtrong dogs from the be- 
ginning. | | 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over - act your part—lf 
you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the name, 
pull'd an old houſe over his head at laſt. a 

Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Huſly ? Come, let's go 
then ; odd, I long to be pulling too, come away—Od- 
ſo, here's ſome body coming. 


SCENE III. 


* 
TaTTLE, JEREMY. 
Tatt. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now-? 
Jer. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the place of appoint- 
ment. Ay, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe 
in this buſineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary paſſion for your honour's 
ſervice. | | 
Tatt, Ay, who's that ? 7 0 
Fer. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir—Sir, I have had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great 
while ; And now, Sir, my former maſter having 
much troubled the fountain of his underſtanding ; it is 
a very plauſible occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at 
the ſpring of your bounty I thought I could not re- 
commend myſelf better to you, Sir, than by the deli- 


I have heard you ſigh for. | 
Tatt. I'll make thy fortune ; ſay no more—— Thou 

art a pretty fellow, and canſt carry a meſſage to a Lady, 

in a pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſua- 


Jer. 
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Jer. Sir, I have the ſeeds of rhetoric ind oratory 
in my head I have been at Combreage, 

Tatt. Ay; tis well enough for a ſervant to be bred 
at an univerſity: but the education is a little too pedan- 
tic for a gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your 
nature, private, cloſe, ha? 

Fer. O Sir, for that Sir, tis my chief talent; I'm 


as ſecret as the head of Nint. 


Tatt. Ay? who's he, tho'? a privy counſellor ? | 

Ter. Oi Ignorance ! [ft.] A cunning Ep yprien, 
Sir, that with his arms would over-run the country ; 
yet no body could ever find out his head - quarters. 

Tatt. Cloſe dog! A good whore-malter, I warrant 
him the time draws nigly, Jeremy. Angelica will 
be vail d like a nun; and I muſt be hooded like a friar ; 
ha, Jeremy? 

Fer. Ay, Sir, hooded like a hawk, to ſeize at firſt 
fight upon the quarry. It is the whim of my maſter's 
madneſs to be ſo dreſs'd ; and ſhe is ſo in love with 
him, ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor 
Lady, I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when 
ſhe finds what a happy exchange ſhe has made, be- 
tween a madman and fo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. 

Tatt. Ay, faith, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy. You're a good 
friend to her, poor creature I ſwear I do it hardly 
ſo much in conſideration of myſelf, as compaſiion to her. 
Fer. "Tis an act of charity, Sir, to ſave a fine woman 
with thirty thouſand pound, from throwing herſcit 
away. 

T att. So tis, faich——1 might have ſav'd ſeveral o- 
thers in my time; but, I Gad, I could never find in my 
heart to marry any body before. 

Jer. Well, Sir, Fil go and tell her my maſter's co- 
ming; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, 


with your diſguiſe, at your own lodgings. You mul 


talk a little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of 
your voice. 
Tatt. No, no, 10 me alone for a counterfeit 


Il be ready for ou. 
* | SCENE 
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SCENE VM. 


| Tarrrr, Miß Pa ux. | 
our Mi. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad I have 
pound you; | have beer looking up and down for you 
In like any thing, till I'm as ur d as any thing in the 


world. | 
85 Tatt. O pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh 
% gil? | [ Afade. 
'Y ; Mi. O I have pure news, I can tell you pure 
news——I muſt not marry the ſeaman now—my 


"nt i father ſays ſo. Why wont you be my huſband ? You 
vill ſay you love me, and you won't be my huſband. And 
I know you may be my huſband now if you pleaſe. 
. Taz. O fy, Miſs: who told you fo, child? 
mw Miſs. Why, my father I told him that you 
5 Tf lov'd me. OY. | 
tt Y Tat. O fy, Miſe, why did you ſo? And who told 
you fo, child ? 5 3 
n. . Who? why, you did; did not you ? 
nh Tatt. O pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs, that was a 
great while ago, child. I have been aſleep fince; 
llept a whole night, and did not ſo much as dream of 
the matter. ah | 
Mi. Pſhaw, O but I dream'd that it was ſo tho. 
Tatt. Ay, but your father will tell you, that dreams 
come by contraries, child O fy ; what, we muſt 
not love one another. now—— Pſhaw, that would be a 
fooliſh thing indeed Fy, fy, you're a woman 
now, and muſt think of a new man every morning, 
and forget him every night No, no, to marry is to 


„bea child again, and to play with the ſame rattle al- 
f ways : O fy, marrying is a paw thing. 


FP My. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt night then ? a. 
| Tatt, No, no, child, you would not have me. 


: Mii. No? Yes but I would tho". 
| . | Tatt. 
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Tatt. Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not You 
forget you're a woman, and don't know your own 
mind. 

Mis. But here's my father, and he knows my mind. 


SCENE V. 


[To them] Fox Es1GuT. | 

Fere. O Mr. Tattle, your ſervant, you are a cloſe 
man; but methinks your love to my daughter was a 
ſecret 1 might have been truſted with,. Or had you a 
mind to try if I could diſcover it by my art hum, 


ha! I think there is ſomething in your phyſiognomy, 


that has a reſemblance of her; and the girl is like me. 

Tatt. And ſo you wou'd infer, that you and I are 
alike—what does the old prig mean ? I'll banter him, 
and laugh at him, and leave him. [ A/de.] I fancy you 


have a wrong notion of faces. 


Fore. How ? What a wrong notion! How ſo? 

Tatt. In the way of art: I have ſome taking fea- 
tures, not obvious to vulgar eyes ; that are indications 
of a ſudden turn of good fortune, inthe lottery of 
wives; and promiſe a great beauty and great fortune 
reſerved alone for me, by a private intrigue of deſtiny, 
kept ſecret from the piercing eye of perſpicuity, from 
all aftrologers, and the ſtars themſelves. 7 

Fore. How! I will make it appear, that what you 
ſay is impoſſible. | | 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſte 

Fare. For what? | 

Tatt. To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd. 


Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, Sir.— 


Tatt. No, Sir; tis to be done privately——1 never 
make confidents. 


Fore. Well ; but my conſent, I mean—— You won't 


marry my daughter without my conſent ? 


Tatt. Who I, Sir, I'm an abſolute ſtranger to you 
and your daughter, Sir, 
| | Fore. 
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_ Fore, Hey day! What time of the moon is this ? 
Tatt. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue ſo. 
4 have no more love for your daughter, than I have 
25 likeneſs of you; and I have a ſecret in my heart, 
which you would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; 
and yet you ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't after- 
wards. I'd have you to know, Sir, that I am as know- 
ing as the ſtars, and as ſecret as the night. And I'm 
C oing to be marry d juſt now, yet did not know of it 
6 alf an hour ago; and the Lady ſtays for me, and 
does not know of it yet There's a myſtery for you, 
I xnow you love to untie difficulties—Or. if you 
can't ſolve this; ſtay here a quarter of an hour, and 
fo I'll come and explain it to you. 47 


Vn 


, | SCENE VI. 


FoxesicuT, Miſs Pa ux. 
MM. O father, why will you let him go? Won't 
you make him to be my huſband? _ | 
Fere. Mercy on us, what do theſe lunacies portend ? 
Alas! he's mad, child, ſtark wild. * 


8 Miß. What, and muſt not I have e' er a huſband, then? 
, What, mult I go to bed to nurſe again, and be a child 
6 as long as ſhe's. an old woman? Indeed but I won't. 

For now my mind is ſet upon a man, I will have a 
N man Tome way or other. Oh! methinks I'm ſick 

when I think of a man; and if I can't have one, I 
; wou'd go to ſleep all my life: for when Im awake; 


it makes me wiſh and long; and I den't know for what 
And I'd rather be always afleep, than fick with 
; thinking. | 5d 


ö Fore. O fearful! I think the girl's influenc'd too. 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a rod. ”. 
5 Miß. A fiddle of a rod, I'll have a huſband ; and if 


you won't get me one, [I'll get one for myſelf: Pl 
marry our Robin the butler, he ſays he loves me, and 
he's a handſom man, and ſhall be my huſband; III 
© warrant * 
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warrant he'll be my huſband, and thank me too, for 


de told me fo. 
SCENE VI. 


[To them] Scaxvpal, Mrs. FoxEStonHT, a Nusse. 

Fore. Did he fo ll diſpateh him for't preſently ; 
Ro ve! Oh, nurſe, come hither. 

Nurſe. What is your Worlhip's pleaſure ? 

Fore. Here, take your young miſtreſs, and lock her 
up preſently, till farther orders from me————not a 
word, Huſſy Do what I bid you, no reply, away. 
And bid Robin make ready to give an account of his 
Plate and linen, d'ye hear, be gone, when I bid you. 

Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, huſband ? 

Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now—— Mr, 
Scandal, heav'n keep us all in our ſenſes —I fear there 
is a contagious frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 

Scan. OI hope he will do well again——1 have a 
meſſage from him to your niece Angelica. 

Fore. I think ſhe has not return d, ſiuce ſhe went a- 
broad with Sir Sampſon. Nurſe, why are you not gone? 


SCENE VIII. 


Foxesrenr, Scanvat, Mrs. Foxsstehr, Bru. 
Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if 


his father be come home. '*: 
Bern. Who, father; ay, he's come home with 2 


Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter ? 

Ben. Matter! Why, he's mad. 

Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſome young woman, ſhe, 


as they ſay, brother Val went mad for, ſhe's mad too, 


I think, 
| Fore. 


for 
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Fore, O my poor niece, my poor niece, is ſhe gone 
mad too? Well, I ſhall run mad next. | 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad? How d'ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, I'll give you leave to gueſs Il un- 
dertake to make a voyage to Antegoa No, hold, 
I mayn't ſay ſo neither —But I'll fail as far as 
Leghorn, and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the 
matter, and do nothing elſe. Meſs, you may take yn 
all points of the compals, and not hit right. | 

Mrs. Fore. Your experiment will take up a little too 
much time. 


Ben. Why then I'll tell you; there's a new wed- 1 


ding upon the ſtocks, and they two are going to be 
married to rights. | 2 
Scan. Who? 


Ber. Wuy, father and the young woman. E 
can't hit of her name. Bs | . 


Scan. Angelica? 
Ben. Ay, the ſame. 
Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſan and Angelica, impoſſible! 
Ben. I hat may be but I m ſure it is as I tell you. 
Scan. Sdeath, tis a jeſt. I can't believe it. 
Be. Look you, friend, its nothing to me whether 


you believe it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye ſee, 


they are married, or juſt going to be married, I know 

not which. | 1 ; 
Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatic. 
Ben. I don't know what you may call madneſs —— 


but ſhe's mad for a huſband, and he's horn- mad, I 
think, or they'd ne et make a match toggther——— 
Here they come. 4 


A 


SCENE 1X: 


Io chem.] Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICAs BUCKRAM: 


* 


Sir Samp. Where is this old ſoothſayer ? this uncle 


of mine, elet? Aha, old Fargſęlt, uncle Fareſigbe, | 


wiſh me joy, uncle Fercſig be, double joy, both as ___ 
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and aftrologer ; here's a conjunction that was not fore- 
told in all your ephemeris The brighteſt ſtar in the 
blue firmament 
lewe, and fo forth; and I'm lord of the aſcendant. 
Odd, you're an old fellow, Forefight ; uncle I mean, a 


very old fellow, uncle Fore/iebt ; and yet you ſhall live 


la ladtea. 


may-hap it will only ſerve to light up a match for re 
f | 1 


to dance at my wedding; faith and troth you ſhall. 
Odd, we'll have the muſic of the ſpheres for thee, old 
Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up a dance in 


. 


_ Fore. I'm thunderſtruck! You are not married to 


my niece ? 


Sir Samp. Not abſolptely married, uncle ; but very 

near it, within a kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. 
| Kiſſes Angelica, 

Ang. "Tis very true indeed, uncle; 1 nope you'll be 
my father, and give me. 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or I'll burn his globes —— 
Body o' me, he ſhall be thy father, II 2 him thy 
father, and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make 
thee a mother, and we'll beget ſons and daughters e- 
now to put the weekly bills out of countenance. 

Scan. Death and hell! Where's Yalentine ? 


SCENE X. 


$ir Saurson, ANGELICA, ForEsIGHT, Mrs, Foxx - 
$IGHT, BEN, BucCkram.. 


Fore. This is fo ſurprifing | 

Sir Samp. How ! What does my aunt ſay ? Surpriſing, 
aunt ? Not at all-—-for a young couple to make a 
match in winter? Not at all It's a plot to under- 
mine cold weather; and deſtroy that uſurper of a bed 
call'd a warming- pan. | 

Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much fire 
in you, Sir Samp/on. 5H 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his fire's little better than tinder ; 
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body elle. The young woman's a handſome young 
woman, I can't deny it: but father, if I might be your 
pilot in this caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's jaſt 
the ſame thing, as if ſo be you ſhould ſail ſo. far as the 
Straits without proviſion. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you authority to ſpeak, firrah?- 
To your element, fiſh, be mute, fiſh, and to ſea, rule 
your helm, firrah, and don't dire& me: 

Ben. Well, well; take you care of your own helm, 
or you mayn't keep your new veſſel ſteady. 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent tarpawlin! Sirrah, 
do you break your forecaſtle jeſts upon your father? 
but I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a groat. 


thing can poſſibly deſcend to this ſcoundrel? I wou'd 
not ſo much as have him have the proſpect of an e- 
ſtate ; tho' there were no way to come to it but by the 
north eaſt paſſage. 

Buckr. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and 
leak unſtopt in your conſcience If ſo be that one had 
a pump to your boſom, I believe we ſhou'd diſcover: a 
foul hold. They ſay a witch will ſail in a ſieve But 
I believe the devil wou'd not venture aboard o your 
conſcience. And that's for you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, firrah, How now, 
Who $ here? 


SCENE XL : {aa 


| 7. chew! Teen and Mrs. Fea. 
Mrs. Frail. O fiſter, the moſt unlucky accident. 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter? 
Tatt. O, the two moſt nnn nenn in 
the world we are. 


Fore. Bleſs us! how ſo? 7 | 
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Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tanis and I. poor Mr. Tatth- 


and I are l can't ſpeak it out. 

Tait. Nor | But poor Mrs. Frail and I are 

Mrs. Frail. Married. | 

Mrs. Fore. Married! how? 

T att. Suddenly—before we knew where we were— 
that villain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, trickt us 
into one another. ; 

Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte to be married. a 

Arg. But I believe Mr. Tate meant the favour to 


me, I thank him. 


Tatt. I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my. in- 
tentions were good —But this is the moſt cruel thing, to 
marry one does not know how, nor why nor wherefore 


Ehe devil take me if ever I was ſo much concern'd 


at any thing in my lite. | 
Ang. Tis very unhappy if you don't care for one 


Tatt. The leaſt in the world That is for my part, 
I ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt thought 
of ſerious kindneſs —l never lik'd any body leſs in wy 
life. Poor woman! gad. I'm ſorry for her too; for I 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe [ 
Mall dead ber a damn'd ſort of a life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no huſband at all—tho' 


. he's z coxcomb. [To Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. [To her.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe— 
Nay, for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Turtle of all 
things; nothing but his being my huſbanq could have 
made me like him leſs. - 

Tatt. Look you there, I thought as much Pox 
on't, I wiſh we could keepit ſecret, why 1 don't believe 
any of this company wou d ſpeak of it. 

Mrs. Fail, But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the par- 
{on and that rogue Jeremy wilFpubliſh it. 

Tatt. Ay, my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cu- 
tom will make it eaſy to you, 


Tail. 
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7 Eaſy pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſteep 
to night. 

Sir Sam. 2 quotha ! No, why you would not 
ſleep o your wedding-night ? I'm an older fellow thaw 
you, and don't mean to ſleep- 

Ben. Why there's another mow now, as thaf* 4 
couple of privateers were looking for a prize, and 
ſhou'd fall foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the young 
man with all my heart. Look you, friend, if I may 
adviſe you, when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expe, 
have experience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. 
For no matrimony is tough enough to bold hey, and 
if ſhe-can't drag her anchor along with her, ſhe'll break 
her cable, I can tell you that. Who's here ? the mad- 
man ? 


SCENE Y . 


VaLentTinNgG, SCANDAL, Sir Saurson, Auer 
Foazsiͤau⁰ , Mrs. FortstcuT, TaTTLEB, -- 
I.. FAL, Bun, Jerexy, Ucar. 
Fal. No; here's the fool; and if occaſion be, n 

give it under my hand. 
Sir Samp. How now ? | 
Val. Sir I'm eee errors, and 

aſk your pardon. 
Sir Samp. What, have you auchn 
then ? in good time, Sir. 
Val. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 
Fore, How ! not mad! Mr. Scandal. 
Scan. No, really, Sir; Em his witnebs, it was all 


be. 


Fal. I thought I had reaſon Bot it was a poor 


contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 


Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 


your father! ſirrah, could you hope to proſper? 


Val. * 1 TY dir when the father ende a- 
voured 
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Lady: I have made many vain attempts, and find at 


voured to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of 
nature. 


dir Samp. Very good, Sir 


Mr. Buckram, are you 


ready ? — Come. Sir, will you gn and teal ? 


Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would alk this 
Lady one queſtion. 

Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt aſk me leave firſt; that Lady! 
no, Sir; you ſhall aſk that Lady no queſtions, till you 
_ aſk'd her bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my 
wi 

Fal. I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have 
it from her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay, I lye, Sir, and 
you don't believe what | ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs; I don't know but the frolic 
may go round. 

Sir Samp. Come, buck! fatisfy him, anſwer him; 
Come, come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Backr. Here it is, Sir, with the deed, all is ready. 

[Valentine goes to Angelica. 
tug. Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 


to me; nay, what if you were fincere ? ſtill you mutt 
pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have a better 


right to diſpoſe of my perſon, than yours. 

Sir Camp Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

Fal. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your plot, Sir ? and your contri- 
vance now, Sir? will you ſign, Sir? come, will you 
fign and ſeal? | 

Val. With all my heart, Sir. 

Scan. Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin 
yourſelf ? 

Fal. I have been diſappointed of "my only hope; 
and he that loſes hope may part with any thing. I ne- 
ver valu'd fortune, but as it was Tubſervient to my 
Pleaſure; and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this 


laſt 
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laſt that nothing but my ruin can effect it: which for 


that reaſon, I will lign to Give me the paper. 
Ang. Generous Valentins! | [Au. 
Bucky. Here is the deed, Sir. , 


Val. But where is the bond, by which I am oblig'd 
to fign this? | 

Buckr. Sir Sampſem, you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; and I'll ufe it, as I wou'd e- 
very thing that is an enemy to Valentine. = 

| [Tears the paper 

Sir Samp. How now ! 

Val. Ha! | . 

Ang. Had I the world to give you, it could not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion: here's 
my hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd 


very hard to make this utmoſt trial of your virtue. 
| [To Valentine. 


Val. Between pleaſure and amazement I am loſt=— 
But on my knees I take the bleſſing. | 


Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 
Ben. Meſs here's the wind chang'd agam. Father, 
you and I may make a voyage together now. I 
Ang. Well, Sir Samp/on, ſince I have plaid you a 
trick, I'll adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another. 
Learn to be a good father, or you'll never get a ſecond 
wife. I always lov'd your ſon, and hated yout unfor- 
iving nature. I was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt; 
have try'd you too, and know you both. You havenot 
more faults than he has virtues ; and tis hardly more 
Pleaſure to me, that I can make him and myſelf hap- 
Py, than that I can puniſh you. | 
Val. If my happineſs cou'd receive addition, this 
Sir Samp. Oons you're a crocodile. . 
Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 
Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old fool, and I'm 
another. 


Tatt. If the gentle man is in diſorder ſor want of a 
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5 wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir ? apo 
3 Im indebted to you for my happineſs. [To Jeremy, you 
T Jer. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand pardons, 'twas an war 
—_— zrrant miſtake You ſee, Sir, my maſter was never ll; | 
13 mad, nor any thing like it——Then how cou'd it be Hand 
—_ otherwiſc ? | ea 


1 Fal. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpo- pere 
ee between me and heav'n ; but providence laid purga- he: 
1 tory in your way—— You have but juſtice. velt 
5 Scan. I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampſen provided for 
2: 0 his own wedding ; methinks 'tis pity they ſhou'd not 
5 Eg be employ'd when the match is ſo much mended. 
5 Falentine, tho' it be morning we may have a dance. 
5 rg Val. Any thing, my friend, every thing that looks 
ke joy and tranſport. 
5 FR Scan, Call em, Jeremy. 


l Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and 

g that coldneſs which I have always worn before you, 

. y turn to an extreme fondneſs, you mult not ſuſ- 

f pect it. 

1 Val. I'll prevent that ſuſpicion For I intend to dote 

w that immoderate degree, that your fondneſs ſhall 8 
never diftinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. 

5 If ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only Fo 

LE when I can't love enough. * 

a Arg. Have a care of promiſes; you know you are 5 

= apt to run more in debt than you are able to pay. B. 

_— Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and J. 

| make your beſt on't. Fu 

3 San. The muſic ſtays for you. [Dance. 7. 

1 Scan. Well, Madam, you have done examplary ju- A, 

Fa Mice, in puniſhing an inhuman father, and rewarding a | 

5 | faithful lover : but there is a third good work, which Th 

| I. in particular, muſt thank you for; I was an infidel Or 

1 to your ſex, and you have converted me For now I W 

33 am convinc'd that all women are not like fortune, blind 75 

EE: in beſtou ing favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, FP 

: or who do not want em. 

R Ang. Tis an unreaſonable accuſation, that you lay 

i | | | i , ' upon 
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opon our ſex: you tax us with injuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of merit. You would all have the re- 
ward of love; but few have the conſtancy to ſtay till 
it becomes your due. Men are generally hypocrites 
and infidels, they pretend to worſhip, but have neither 
zeal nor faith: how few, like Valentine, would perſe- 
vere even to - martyrdom, and ſacrifice their intereft to 
3 conſtancy ! in admiring me you miſplace the no- 
velty. | | 


T he miracle to day is, that we find 
A lover true: not that a woman's kind, 


EPILOGU E, 
Spoken by Mrs. BRrAcEGIRDLE. 


5 RE Providence at firft aefien'd this Place 
To be the Players Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 

For flill in every Storm, they all run hither, 

As to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather. 

But thinking of this Change which laſt befel un, 

I' like what I have hear d our Poets tell s: 

Fer when behind our Scenes, their Suits are pleading, - 
To help their Love, ſometimes they ſhew their reading z 
And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, . 

T hey top their Learning on us, and their Parte. 
Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 
Whom, as I think, they call 4—Py—Pythagories, 
Pm fare it's ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 


And ue, who know no better, muſt believe m. 
MWM 
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ben muy Years were paſt, in Men again. 
Methinks,. we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, 


' "Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of ofa! that was, 


226 E F3.L O G UE 
Now to theſe Men ( ſay they ) ſuch Souls were gi, 


That ier Death ne er went ta. Hell nor Hearn, 
Bat liv'd, I know not hes, in Beaſls; and then 


That, does from Bodies, we from Houſes flrole. 


May now be damm d to animate an Ai ; 

Or is thi: very Houſe, for ought wwe know, 

I doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: 

And thus, our Audience, which did once reſort : 

To Hining Theatres to ſee our Sport, 

New find, us to'd into a Tennis Court. 

Theſe Walls but other Day <were fl d with Neis 
Of Rearing Gameſters and your Dammee Boys; 


Then bounding Balli and Rackets they encompaſt, 


Aud now they're fill d with Fefts, and Flights, and Bombaſi! 
I wow, I dont much like this Tranſmigration, 

Stroling from Place to Place, by Circulation, 

Grant Heaw'n, wwe don't return to our fir Station. ; 
I know not what theſe tbint, but for my Part, 

4 can't reflect without an aling Heart, 

How awe fhou'd end in, our Original, a Cart. ; 
But aue can't fear fince you're fo goed to ſave us, 

T hat you have only Jet us up, to leave ut. 

Thus {rom the. paſt, we bope for as Grace, 

T beg it ——— 

And ome Swe be T howe begring Face. 

Then pray continue thus your kind Behawioar, 

Fer a clear Stage won't do, without your Favour. 


